






! 

! 2 

Maiden ^ Married Life 

1 1643 

my Hu{band*s Eyes ; but Mother 
fays ihe believes I Hiall never have 
oncj I am foe fillie. Father gave 
me a gold Piece. Dear Mother 


is chafed, methinks, touching this 

1 

Debt of five hundred Pounds, which 


V other fays he knows not how to 
pay. Indeed, he fayd, overnighte, | 
his whole perlbnal Eftate amounts 1 


to but five hundred Pounds, his I 

1 

Timber and Wood to four hundred 


more, or thereabouts; and the Tithes 

' 

and Mefiuages of JVhatetey are no 
great Matter, being mortgaged for 
about as ranch moore, and he hath 


lent Sights of Money to them that 


■won*t pay, fo ’tis hard to be thus 
! preft. Poor Father ! 'twas good of 
him to give me this gold Piece. 

jray snd. 

Coufin Rqfe married to Mafter 
Roger Agne^^ Prefent, Father t Mo- 
ther, and Brother of Rof. Father, 

( Mother, 


of Mary Powell. 

Mother, Dick, Boh, Harry, and I ; 
Squire Paicc and his Daughter 
Audrey; an oldc Aunt of Maflcr 
Roger's, and one of liis Coufins, a 
ftiffe-backed Man with large Earcs, 
and fuch a long Nofc ! Coufin Rofe 
looked bewtifulle — pitie fo fiiire a 
Girl fliould marry fo olde a Man — 
’tis thoughte he wants not manic 
Years of fifty. 

New Misfortunes in the Poultric 
Yarde. Poor Loyalty can- 

not ftand the Demands for her bell 
Chickens, Ducklings, &c., for the 
Ufe of his MajeEy’s Officers fince 
the King hath beene in Oxford. 
She accufeth my Father of having 
beene wonne over by a few faire 
Speeches to be more of a Royalifi; 
than his natural Temper inclineth 
him to ; which, of courfe, he will 
not admit. 

Whole 
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Whole Day taken up in a Vilit 
to Rofe, now a Week married, and 
growne quite matronlie already. We 
reached Sheepfcote about an Hour be- 
fore Noone. A long, broade, ftrait 
Walke of green Turf, planted with 
Hollyoaks, Sunflowers, &c., and 
fome earlier Flowers alreadie in 
Bloom, led up to the rufticall Porch 
of a truly farm-like Houfe, with 
low gable Roofs, a long lattice 
Window on either Side the Doore, 
and three Cafements above. Such, 
and no more, is Rofe's Houfe ! But 
Ihe is happy, for Ihe came running 
forthe, foe foone as ihe hearde 
Clover’s Feet, and helped me from 
my Saddle all fmiling, tho’ flie had 
not expedled to fee us. We had 
Curds and Creame ; and (he wiflied 
it were the Time of Strawberries, 
for Are fayd they had large Beds; 
and then my Father and the Boys 
went 

_i ' _ 
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I went forthe to looke for Mailer 
! Agnrdu Then Rofe took me up to I 
. her Chamber, finging as Hie went ; ' 
j and the long, low Room was fwcet , 
I with Flowers. Sayd I, ‘‘ Rof, to 
I “ be Miftrefs of this pretty Cottage, 

1 ** ’twere hardlie amific to marry a , 
Man as olde as Mailer Roger ” 
“Olde!” quoth flie, “ deare Mo//, 
** you mull not deeme him olde ; 

why, he is but forty-two ; and am 
‘‘not I twenty-three.^” She lookt 
foe earnefle and hurte, that I collide 
not but falle a laughing. 

Mot/jer gone to Saiidford. She 
hopes to get Uncle fo/m to lend 
Fat/ier this Money. Fat/jer fays die 
may try. ’Tis harde to difeourage 
her with an ironicalle Smile, when 
die is doing alle die can, and more 
than manie Women woulde, to help 
Fat/oer in his DifEcultie ; but fuclie, 

die 
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(he fayth fomewhat bitterlie, is the 
lot of our Sex. She bade Father 
mind that fhe had brought him three 
thoufand Pounds, and alht what had 
come of them. Anfwered ; helped 
to fille the Mouths of nine healthy 
Children, and ftop the Mouth of an 
eafie Hulband; foe, with a Kifs, made 
it up. I have the Keys, and am left 
Miftrefle of alle, to my greate Con- 
tentment; but the Children clamour 
for Sweetmeats, and Father fayth, 

“ Remember, Moll, Difcretion is the 
“ better Part of Valour.” 

After Mother had left, went into 
the Paddock, to feed the Colts with 
Bread ; and while they were putting 
their Nofes into Robin’s Pockets, 
Dick brought out the two Ponies, 
and fet me on one of them, and we 
had a mad Scamper through the 
Meadows and down the Lanes ; I 
leading. Juft at the Turne of Hol- 
ford's 1 


j <?/' Mury Powell. 

I _ „ , r 

\ fil'd' s Chf\ came fliortc upon a Gen- 
I tleman walking under the Pledge, 
j clad in a fober, genteel Suit, and of ' 
! mod beautifulle Countenance, with 
i Hair like a Woman’s, of a lovclv 
i pale brown, long and filky, lidling 
over his Shoulders. I ncarlic went 
over him, for C longed s hard Forehead 
knocked agaynd his Ched ; but he 
doode it like a Rock ; and lookingc 
firde at me and then at T>tch, he 
fmiled and fpokc to my Brother, who 
feemed to know him, and turned 
about and walked by us, fometimes 
droaking Clover's diaggy Mane. I 
■ felte a little afliamed ; for Dick had 
fett me on the Poney jud as I was, 
my Gown fomewhat too fliorte for 
riding : however, I drewe up my 
Feet and let Clover nibble a little 
Grade, and then got rounde to the 
neare Side, our new Companion 
dille between us. He offered me 

fome 
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fome wild Flowers, and alkt me 
theire Names; and when I tolde 
them, he fayd I knew more than 
he did, though he accounted him- 
felfe a prettie fayre Botanifte : and 
we went on thus, talking of the 
Herbs and Simples in the Hedges ; 
and I fayd how prettie fome of theire 
Names were, and that, methought, 
though Adam had named alle the 
Animals in Paradife, perhaps Eve 
had named alle the Flowers. He 
lookt earneftlie at me, on this, and 
muttered “ prettie.” Then Dick 
alkt of him News from London, and 
he fpoke, methought, refervedlie ; 
ever and anon turning his bright, 
thoughtfulleEyesonme. At length, 
we parted at the Turn of the Lane. 

I alkt Dick who he was, and he 
told me he was one Mr. 'John Milton, 
the Party to whom Father owed five 
hundred Pounds. He was the Sonne 

of 
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which is on a riling Ground, with 
pleached Alleys and turfen Walks, 
and a Peep of the Church through 

i 

! 

the Trees. A Lad tolde us his 
Miftre/s was with the Bees, foe we 
walked towards the Hives ; and, 

1 

from an Arbour hard by, hearde a 

i 

Murmur, though not of Bees, i/Tu- 

j 

ing. In this rufticall Bowre, found 

1 

( Roger Agnew reading to Roje and' 


to Mr. Milton. Thereupon enfu'ed 

i 

maniecheerfulle Salutations, andiJ^ 

1 

propofed returning to the Houfe, but 

1 

Mailer Agnew fayd it was pleafanter 


1 in the Bowre, wJiere was Room for 
^ alle ; foe then Rofe offered to take 
me to her Cham^r to lay afide my 
Hoode, and promifed to fcnd a'Jun- 
kett into the Arbour ; whereon Mr. 


Agnew fmiled at Mr. Miltanl and 
fayd fomewhat of " neat-handed 
" Phillis." 

As we went alonge, I toIdc Rqfe 1 

I ! 
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■643- I “ more than Reading.” However, 
it was not foe to be, for Rofe woulde 
not be foyled ; and as it woulde not 
have been good Manners to decline 
the Hearinge in Prefence of the 
Poet, I was conftrayned to fupprefle 
a fecret Yawne, and feign Attention, 
though. Truth to fay, it foone wan- 
dered ; and. during the laft halfe 
Hour, I fat in a compleat Dreame, 
tho’ not unpleafant one. Roger 
having made an End, 'twas diverting 
to lieare him commending the Piece I 
unto the Author, who as gravely | 
accepted it ; yet, with nothing fulle- ' 
fome about the on.e, or mifproud ‘ 

I about the other. Indeed, there was I 
I a fedate Sweetnefle in the Poet’s 
j Wordes as well as Lookes ; and I 
iliortlie, waiving the Difcuflion of' 
his owne Compofures, he beganne I 
to talke of thoic of other Men, as | 
Shakfpcare, Spenfer, Conoley, Ben , 
yorjan, | 
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Houfewife Rofe is ! Roger’s plain 
Hofpitalitie and fcholarlie Difcourfe 
appeared to much Advantage. He 
aikt of News from Paris; and Mr. 
Milton fpoke much of the Swedijh 
Ambafladour, Dutch by Birth ; 
Man renowned for his Learning, 
Magnanimity, and Misfortunes, of' 
whome he had feene much. He 
tolde Rofe and me how this Miiler 
Van der Groote had beene unjuftlie 
carte into Prifon by his Countrymen ; 
and how his good Wife )iad fliared 
his Captivitie, and had tried to get 
I his Sentence reverfed ; failing which, 
file contrived his Efcape in a big 
Chert, which flie pretended to be 
‘ full of heavie olde Bookcs. Mr. 
Milton concluded with the Excla- 
mation, “ Indeede, there never was 
“ fuch a Woman on which, deare 
Roger, whome I beginne to love, 

1 quoth, “ Oh yes, there are manic 
' “ fuch. 
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I fuch, — we have two at Table 
j ** now.’* Whereat, Mr. Milton | 
;fmiled. 

I At Leave-taking prehed Mr. Ag- 
\new and Rofe to come and fee us , 
foone ; and Dick aflct Mr. Milton 
to fee the Bowling Greene. 

Ride Home, delightfiille. * 

! 

! 

I Thought, when I woke this Morn- , 
iing, I had been dreaminge of St. 
j Raul let down the Wall in a Baileet ; 
but founde, on more clofely examin- 
ing the Matter, ’twas Grotius carried 
down the Ladder in a Chefl; and 
methought I wds'his Wife, leaninge 
from the Window above, and crying 
to the Souldiers, Have a Care, have 
a Care ! ” ’Tis certay n I fhoulde have 
betraied him by an Over-anxietie. 

Refolved to give Father a Sheep/- 
cote Dinner, but Margery affirmed 
the Haunch woulde no longer keepe, 

fo 
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do was forced to have it dreft, though 
meaninge to have kept it for Com- 
panie. Little KatCy who had been 
out alle the Morning, came in with 
her Lap full of Butter-burs, the 
which I was glad to fee, as Mother 
efteemes them a fovereign Remedie 
’gainft the Plague, which is like to 
be rife in Oxford this Summer, the 
Citie being lb overcrowded on ac- j 
count of his Majeftie. While laying] 
them out on the Stille-room Floor, 
in burfts Robin to fay Mr. Agnevi 
' and Mr. Milton were with Father at 
the Bowling Greene, and woulde 
dine here. Soe was glad Margery 
had put down the Haunch. ’Twas 
pad One o’ the Clock, however, be- 
I fore it coulde be fett on Table ; and 
I had jnd run up to pin on my Car- 
nation Knots, when I hearde them j 
alle come in discourfing mcrrilie. j 
At Dinner Mr. Milton alht Robin ■ 
of' 
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begging me to goe downe to the 
Fiih-ponds. Afterwards alle the 
others joyned us, and we fate on 
the Steps till the Sun went down, 
when, the Horfes being broughte 
round, our Guefts tooke Leave 
without returning to the Houfe. 
Father walked thouglitfullie Home 
with me, leaning on my Shoulder, 
and fpake little. \ 

\ 

After writing the above laftNight, 
in my Chamber, went to Bed and 
I hada mod heavcnlic Drcame. Me- 
thoughte it was brighte, brightc 
Moonlighte, and I was walking 
with Mr. Milton on a Terrace, — not 
our Terrace, but in fome outlandillj 
Place; and it had Flights and Flights 
of green Marble Steps, defcending, 

I cannot tell how farre, with Stone 
Figures and Vafcs on cverie one. 
We went downe and downe thcfc 
Steps, 
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braiding their brighte Hair, and 
talking and laughing, onlie I coulde 
not.heare aboute what. And theire 
Kirtles were like fpun Glafs, and 
theire Bracelets Coral and Pearl ; 
and I thought it the faireft Sight 
that Eyes coulde fee. But, alle at 
once, the Cries in the Wood af- 
frighted them, for they ftartcd, 
looked upwards and alle aboute, 
and began fwimming thro’ the cleare 
Water to fall, that it became troubled 
and thick, and I coulde fee them noe 
more. Then I was aware that the 
Voices in the Wood were of DiciC- 
and Harry, calling for me; and I 
foughte to anfwer, "Here!” but 
my Tongue was heavie. Then I 
commenced running towards them, 
through cvcrfo manic grcenc Paths, 
in the Wood ; but ftill, we coulde 
never meet ; and I began to fee 
grinning Faces, neither of Man nor 
Beailc, 
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me afide concerning Houfewifery. 
The Agnews there, of courfe : alfoe 
Mr. Milton, whom we have feene 
continuallie, lately ; and I know not 
how it Ihoulde be, but he feemeth 
to like me. Father affedls him 


much, but Mother loveth him not. 
She hath feene little of him : per- 
haps the lefs the better. Ralph 
Hewlett, as ufuall, fonvard in his 


rough Endeavours to pleafe ; but, 
though no Scholar, I have yet Senfe 
enough to prefer Mr. Milton's Dif- 
courfe to his. » * f » I wifli I 
were fonder of Studdy ; but, fince 
it cannot be, what need to vex? 
Some are born of one Mind, fome 
of another. Rofe was alwaies for 
her Booke ; and, had Rofe bcene no 


Scholar, Mr. Agnew woulde, may 
be, never have given her a fecond 
Thoughte : but alle are not qf the 


fame Way of thinking. 

Al 
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at difturbing him before ; and, after 
I had beene a full Houre in the 
Stille Room, turning over ever foe 
manie Trays full of dried Herbs and 
Flower-leaves, hearing him come 
forthe and cal), “ Moll, deare Moll, 
“where are you?” with I know 
not what of ftrange in the Tone of 
his Voice ; and my running to him 
haftilie, and his drawing me into his 
Chamber, and clofing the Doore. 
Then he takes me round the WaiAe, 
and remains quite filent awhile ; 1 
gazing on him fo Arangelie ! and at 
length, he fays with a Kind of Sigh, 
“ Thou art indeed but young yet ! 

fcarce feventeen, — and freA), as 
“ Mr. Milton fays, as the earlic May ; 
“ too tender, forfooth, to leave us 
“ yet, fweet Child ! But what wilt 
“ fay, Moll, when I tell thee that a 
“ well-cAccmcd Gentleman, whom 
“ as yet indeed I know too little of, 

“ hath 
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Blood to my Cheeks as betraied me. 
“ I am fure you have though,” fayd 
deare Father, gravelie, “ and I neede 
“not fay it is Mr. Milton, of whome 
“ I know little more than you doe, 
“ and that is not enough. On the 
“ other Hand, Roger Agnenu fayth 
“ that he is one of whomc we 
“ can never know too much, and 
“ there is Ibmewhat about him 
“ which inclines me to believe it.” 
"What will Mother fay?” inter- 
rupted I. Thereat Father's Coun- 
tenance changed ; and he halbilic 
anfwered, “ Whatever llie likes : I 
" have an Anfwcr for her, and a 
“ Queftion too;” and abruptlie left 
me, bidding me keepe myfelfc quiet. 

But can I ? Oh, no ! Father hath 
fett a Stone rolling, unwitting of its 
Courfe.' It hath proflrated me in 
the firft Inftance, and will, I mif- 
dotibt, hurt my Mother. Father is 
bold 
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bold enow in her Abfence, but when 
file comes back will leave me to face 
her Anger alone ; or elfe, make fuch 
a Stir to fliew that he is not governed 
by a Woman, as wille make Things 
worfe. Meanwhile, how woulde 
I have them ? Am I mofl pleafed 
or payned ? difmayed or flattered ^ 
Indeed, I know not. 

I am foe forry to have 
fwooned, • Needed I have done it, 
merelie to heare there was one who 
foughte my Favour ? Aye, but one 
foe wife ! fo thoughtfulle ! fo unlike 
me ! 

Bedfhne ; fame Daye. 

^ * Who knoweth what a 

Daye will bring forth After writing 
the above, I. fate like one flupid, 

, ruminating on I know not what, 
except on the Unlikelihood that one 
foe wife woulde trouble himfelfe to 
feeke for- aught and yet fail to win. 

After 
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After abiding a long Space in mine 
owne Chamber, alle below feeming 
Hill, I began to wonder Ihoulde we 
dine alone or not, and to have a 
hundred hot and cold Fitts of Hope 
and -Feare. Thought I, if Mr. 
Milton comes, alTuredlie I cannot 
goe down ; but yet I muft ; but yet 
I will not ; but yet the bell will be 
to condudl myfclfe as though notJiing 
had happened ; and, as he leems to 
have left the Houle long ago, maybe 
he hath returned to Sheepfcote^ or 
even to London. Oh that London I 
Shall I indeede ever fee it ? and the 
rare Shops, and the Play-houfes, and 
Paul s, and the ‘Tonvre ? But what 
and if that ever comes to pafs ? 
Mull I leave Home ? dear Fore/l 
Hill? and Father and Mother, and the 
Boys f more efpeciallic Robin ? Ah 1 
but FatherveiW give me a long Time 
to think of it. He will, and mull. 
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Then Dinner-time came ; and, 
with Dinner-time, Uncle Hewlett 
and Ralph, Squire Paice and Mr. 
Milton. We had a huge Sirloin, 
foe no Feare of ffiort Commons. 

I was not ill pleafed to fee foe 
manie : it gave me an Excufe for 
holding my Peace, but I coulde 
have wiflied for another Woman. 
However, Father never thinks of 
that, and Mother will foone be 
Home. After Dinner the elder 
Men went to the Bowling-greene 
with Hick and Ralph ; the Boys to 
the Fiih-ponds ; and, or ever I was j 
aware, Mr. Milton was walking with 
me on the Terrace. My Dreame 
came foe forcibly to Mind, that 
my Heart feemed to leap into my 
Mouth ; but he kept away from 
the Fifh-ponds, and from Leave- ; 
taking, and from his morning Dif- 
courfe with my Father , — at lead: 

for 
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for awhile ; but fome Way he got 
round to it, and fayd foe much, and 
foe well, that, after alle my Father' 
bidding me keepe quiete and take 
my Time, and mine owne Refolu- 
tion to think much and long, he 
never relied till he had changed the 
whole Appearance of Things, and 
made me promife to be his, wholly 
[ and trulie. — And oh ! I fearc I have 
been too quickly wonne ! 

Mayi'^i.. At lealle, fo laycth the 
Calendar ; but with me it hath beciie 
trulie an April Daye, allc Smiles and 
Teares. And now my Spiritts are 
foe perturbed and difmaid, as that 
I know not whether to weepe or 
no, for methinks crying would re- 
lieve me. At firft waking this 
Morning my Mind was elated at 
the Falfitie of my Mother's Notion, 
that no Man of Senfe woulde think 
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me worth the having ; and foe I got 
up too proude, I think, and came 
down too vain, for I had fpent an 
unufuall Time at the Glaffe. My 
Spiritts, alfoe, were foe unequall, 
that the Boys took Notice of it, and 
it feemed as though I coulde breathe 
nowhere but out of Doors ; fo the 
Children and I had a rare Game of ' 
Play in the Home-clofe ; but ever 
and anon I kept looking towards the 
Road and lifteiiing for Horfes’ Feet, 
till Rohtn fayd, One would tliink 
“ the King was coming : ” but at 
lail came Mr, Milton, quite another 
Way, walking through the Fields 
with huge Strides. Kotc faw him 
lirflc, and toldc me ; and then fayd. 
What makes you look foe pale ? ” 

»• r i 

} ! 

1 We fate a good Space under the | 

I liawthorn Hcdc-c on the Brow of i 
the Hill, liAenini^ to the Mower’s i 
' Scythe, , 
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Scythe, and the Song- of Birds, which 
feemed enough for him, without 
talking ; and as he Ipake not, I helde 
my Peace, till, tvith the Sun in my 
Eyes, I was like to drop aileep; 
which, as his own Face was from 
me, and towards the Landlkip, he 
noted not. I was juft aiming, for 
Mirthe's Sake, to fteale away, when 
he fiiddainlie turned about and tell 
to fpeaking of rurall Life, Happi- 
nefle. Heaven, and fuch like, in a 
Kind of Rapture ; then, with his 
Elbow half raifing him from the 
Grafs, lay looking at me ; tlicn 
commenced humming or finging I 
know not what Strayn, but ’twas of 
‘ begU Occhi’ and ‘ Chioma aurata 
and he kept fmiling the while he 
fang. 

After a time wc went In-doors; 
and then came my firfte Pang : for 
Father foundc out how Iliad pledged 
. myfclfc 
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1 


myfclfe overnighte ; and for a Mo- 
, nient looked foe grave, that my 
Heart mifgave me for having beene 
foe haflie. ‘ However, it foone palT- j 
‘ ed off ; deare Father^ s Countenance i 
cleared, and he even feemed merrie ' 
at Table; and foon after Dinner, 
allc the Party difperfed fave Mr. 
MtJfon^ who loitered with me on 

the Terrace. After a fliort Silence I 

♦ 

he exclaimed, Plow good is our ! 

God to ns in allc his Gifts 1 For 
“ Inflance, in this Gift of Lovc^ 
wlicrcby had he withdrawn from 
“ vifiblc Nature a tlioufand of its 
glorious Features and gay Colour- ^ 
ings, we fhouldc flillc pollcfs, /;w 
'Tc/V tlie Means of throwing 
** over her clouded Face an cntirelic 
different Hue ! while as it is, what ' 
was pleating before now plcafeth 
more rlian ever I Is it not foe, 
‘Mwcci fiP/Vf May I exprefs thy 

“ Feelings > 
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16+5, I “ Feelings as well as mine own, 

* “ unblamed ? or am I too adven- 
“ turous ? You are filent ; well, 
" then, let me believe that we think 
I “ alike, and tliat the Emotions of 
‘ “ the few laftc Hours have given 
" fuch an Impulfe to alle that is 
I " high, and fweete, and decpe, and 
" pure, and holy in our inncrmoftc 
" Hearts, as that we fecme now 
“ onlie firfte to tafte the ^ 
I “ Zjtf, and to perceive how much 
I “ nearer Earth is to Heaven than 
J “ wc thought! Is it foe? Is it not 
I “ foe ?” and I was conftrayncd to 
I fay, “ Yes,” at I fcarcelic knew 
I what ; grudginglic too, for I feared 
having once alrcadie fayd " Yes ’’ 
too foone. But he faw nought 
amilTe, for he was expefting nought 
amifle ; foe went on, mod like Truth 
and Love that Lookcs could tjicakc 
, or Words foiindc : “ Oh, I know 



c/'Mary Powell. 


; it, I feel it : — lienceforthe there 
is a Life referved for us in which 
'' Angels may fympathize. For this 
I mofl excellent Gift of Love fliall 
I enable us to read together the 
i whole Booke of Sandlity and Vir- 
i “ tue, and emulate eache other in 

I 

I carrying it into Pra(5tice ; and as 
i “ the wife Mngia?]s kept theire Eyes 
. fleadfaillie fixed on the Star, and 
followed it rightc on, through 
“ rougli and fmoothe, foe we, with 
• “ this bright Beacon, whicli indeed 
: is fct on Fire of Heaven, fiiall 
pnfs on through the peacefiill 
‘‘ Studdics, furmounted Adverfities, 
; ** and vidorious Agonies of Life, 
ever looking fleadlaftlie up !” 

Alle this, and much more, as 
tedious to hcare as to write, did I 


lillcn to, firlle with 


fiac^ini^ Aitcn- 


tioiu 

nciie* 


next witli 
as 


C{ )n Ce.i led e;i ri- 
Vv'earinefie, if in- 
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\ 1643- I dulged, never is long concealed, it 
, foe chanced, by Ill-luck, that Mr. | 
Milton, fuddainlie turning his Eyes | 
■ I from Heaven upon poor me, caughte, | 

) I can fcarcelie exprelTe hotv flighte, ! 
I an Indication of Difcomforte in my ' 
Face ; and inftantlie a Cloud croflcd 
his owne, tliough as thin as that ^ 
through which the Sun fliines while i 
I it floats over him. Oh, ’twas not . 

I of a Moment! and yet in that Moment 
, I we fcemed cache to have feenc the 

; ' Other, though but at a Glance, under 

new Circumftances: — as though two 
Pcrfons at a Mafqucrade had juft ' 
removed their Mafques and put ^ 

' them on agayn. This gave me my 

feconde Pang : — I felt I had gi>’cn 
him Payn ; and though he made as * 
thougli he forgot it dircdlly, and I 
‘ tooke Payns to make him forget it, 

I coulde never be quite fiirc whethet 
' he had. 
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My Spiritts were foe 
da/licd by this, and by learning his , 
Age to be foe much more than I 
had deemed it, (for he is thirty-five ! 
who collide have thoughte it ?) that 
I had, thcnceforthe, the Aire of 
being much more difcrecte and pen- 
five tlian bclongcth to my Nature ; 
whereby he was, perhaps, well 
pleafed. As I became more grave 
he became more gay; foe that we 
met cache other, as it were, half- 
way, and became riglitc pleafiint. 
If liis Countenance were comely 
before, it is quite licavcnlie now ; 
and yet I queilion whetlicr my 
Love increafeth as rapidlic as my 
I'carc. Surclie my Folly will prove 
a> dillallcfull to him, as Ids' over- 
much W'ifdom to me. The Dread 
of it IkuIi alarmed me aircadie. 
\\‘h;U has heci'me, even nov.% t^f 


mv yav ^hiion^ icf Marriai: 
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and Londoti, and the Play-houfes, 
and the ^mare ? They have faded | 
away thus earlie, and in their Place j 
comes a Foreboding of I can fcarce | 
fty what. I am as if a Child,' 
receiving from fome olde Faiiy the! 
Gift of what fcemed a fayre DoH’sj 
; Houfe, flioulde haftilie open the 
‘iDoorc thereof, and ftarte back at 
beholding nought within but a huge 
Cavern, deepe, high, and vaftc ; in 
parte glittering with glorious Chryf- 
tals, and the Reft hidden in obfcurc- 
Darknefle. 

I Dearc Kofe came this Morning. 

I I flew forthc to welcome her, and 
as I drew near, flic lookt upon me 
with fuch a Kind of Awe as that I 
could not forbearc laughing. Mr. 
Milton having ilept at Shupfccte, 
had made her privy to our Engage- i . 
raent; for indeedc, he and Mr.v'/ge.'^r 
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arc filch Friends, he will keep no- 
thing from him. Thus Kofe heares 
it before my ownc Mother, which 
fliOLildc not be. When we liad 
entered my Chamber, flic embraced 
me once and agayn, and feemed to 
think foe much of my uncommon 
Fortune, tliat I beganne to think 
more of it myfelfc. To hcarc her 
talke of Mr. Milton one would have 
fuppofed her more in Love with him 
tlian I. Like a Bookworm as die is, 
ihc fell to prayfing his Compofures. 
C)h, tlie Icaflc I care forin him is 
his Vcrfing,” quoth I ; and from 
tliaf Moment a Spiritt of Mifchicf 
tooke Poffcllion of me, to do a 
tlioufandlieedletfe, ridiculous Things 
lhrough<nue the Day, to ihcw Kof} 
lunv liulc I let by the Opinion of foe 
v.-ife a M.in. Once or twice Mr. 


V U'okt carncftlie and quediiui- 
inrjie at me, but I hecd.ed him not. 

DitCi-ur'l' 
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» » ? » £)jfcourle nt Table graver 
and lefs plealant, methoughte, than 
heretofore. Mr. Bujire having dropt 
in, was aviled to aflt Mr. Milton why, 
having had an univerfity Education, 
he had not entered the Church. He 
replied, drylie enough, becaiife he 
woulde not fubferibe himfclfc Slave 
to anie Formularies of Men’s mak- 
ing. I fiw Father bite his Lip; 
and Roger Agnevj mildly obferved, j 
he thought him wrong ; for tliat it 
was not for an Individual to make 
Rules for another Individual, but 
yet that the gcnerall Voice of the 
Wife and Good, removed from the 
pettie Prejudices of private Feeling, 
mightc pronounce authorltativciic 
wherein an Individual was rightc 
or wrong, and frame Laws to keepcj 
him in the rightc Path. Mr. Milton 
rcplyed, that manic Fallibics could 
no more make up an Infallible than 
manic 
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manic Finites could make an Infinite, i 

I 

Mr. rejoyned, that nc’crthc- 

Icfic, an Individual who oppofed 
himfclfc agnynfl the gcncrall Cur- 
rent of the Wife and Good, was, 
IcaRe of alle, likclic to be in the 
Right ; and that the Limitations of 
human Intellect which made the 
Judgment of manic wife Men liable 
to Qiieftion, certainlie made the 
judgment of nvic wife Man, fclf- 
dcpcndenl, more queflionable Fill. 
Mr. Mill on fliortlie replied that there 
were Particulars in the required 
Oaths which made him unable to 
take them without Pcrjuric. And 
foe, an lind : but hwas woith a 
World tv) fee looking foe 

anxiouilie from liic one Speaker to 
the tuher, defrous that cache ihould 
he vivhvorious ; and 1 w.ts forrv that 
it lallcil nol little Jonctcr. 

/O/e and I tookc our Wav to 
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the Summer-houfe, flic put her Arm 
round me, faying, “ How channing 
“ is divine Philofophie!” I coulde 
not helpe aiking if flie did not 
meanc how charming was the Phi- 
lofophie of one particular Divine ? 
Soe then flic difeourfed with me of 
Things more Iccmlic for Women 
than Philolbpliic or Divinitic cither. 
Onlie, .when Mr. Agnc'^o and Mr. 
Milton joyned us, flie woiildc alkc 
them to repeat one Piece of Pocti^’ 
after another, beginning with Ca- 
ress's — 

" He ssho loves a rofie Chcehe, 

Or a coral Lip admires , — ” 

And crying at the End of cache, 
" Is not that lovely ? Is not that 
“ divine I franklic fayd I liked 
none of them foe much as fomc 
Mr. Agrtess’ h.id recited, concluding 
with — 

“ Msrtah 


I o/'Mary Powell. ; 

« 

i t 

I Mortals that would, follow 7a c, | 
I Love Virtue : Jhc alone is free V i 

I j 

I Wlicrcon Mr. Miltoji furprifed me 
• witli a fiiddain Kifs, to the immo- s 
' derate Mirthc of Rofc, wlio fayd I ' 
collide not have looked more dif- j 
compofed had he pretended he was i 
the Author of thofe Verfes. I after- ; 
wards found he was; hut I think j 

fhe laught more tlian there was ! 

needc. ! 

^Vc have ever been confidcrcd a • 

fudicicntlic religious Familic : that 
is, we goc regularly to Church 
on .^ahhaths and Praver-daves, and 
kcepe alle the I'ads and Feflivallcs. 
Hut Mr. Milt 077 's Devotion hath at- 
tayncii a Pitch I c.in neither iniitate 
noi even comprchcndc. The Ipi- 
lituall Werltl iecinctll to him not 
tnilie rtall, hilt J niav .almollc lay 


viiihjc. h'or imi.nice. lie tolde A’s/A 


!t 
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164 ! I it appears, that on Luejday Nighte, | 
(that is the fame Evening I had 
promifed to be his,) as he went 
homewards to his Farm-lodging, he 
fimcied the Angels whifperinge in 
, his Eares, and linging over his 

j Head, and that inftead of going to 

his Bed like a reafonable Being, he 
lay down on the Grafs, and gazed 
on tile fweete, pale Moon till llie 
; j fett, and then on tlie bright Starrcs 

1 till he feemed to fee them moving 

I in a flowc, folemn Dance, to the 

^ I Words, '• How ghrioui it our God!” 

I And allc about him, he faid, he 
' ’ I knew, tho' he couldc not fee them, 

I were fpirituall Beings repairing the 1 
I Ravages of the Day on the Flowers, , 

I amonge the Trees, and GralTe, and I 
I Hedges ; and he believed 'twos onlic i 
the Filme that originall Sin had i 
fpread over his Eyes, that prcvcntcil , 
his feeing them. I am thankful for 
this 



Mary 


- — „ __-I canno*^ abide 

bis feme J’ ’? and Ghofts— 

S'airies, and >K ^vritc of , 

Ubi 1 -ronUe of tbc\ 

linv, one ^vonide > 

,norc bannieflc ,K>nk- ,, 

'■ never have tbe ^ ^ Cburcb 

. inge w be a one. Comers of a = 

.vavdes and , i^llic Spintts , 

' kinds ; f P'" 1 vvo«W even 

■ and there is onbe ^,.,,en 

,vilb W f"“,^Likont Fcare; and 

deepeLot-eaau^^^^^,^, 1 

that is ?^^'k„•,^blbe^V°'^'"‘=,'!' t 

never aflociate 't'b^^^^ j K 

Vv inding-'^JI''' .^ps anionge t re 

ihc, at baac. dv.el^^^^^ 

gvarres, Itav.ng [i Moment 

mtoFbO--kk!lt-t 

liie pt" m' • . ^^j-e 

svitv ttot Vc.tres itt tke 

-.'■■t-t ■■.-.■■■; Tbcire liotnes. 

,,ncnn!v.on^ ’ Ueir bnitb'''^ eiic- 
,,.en iV.veiiv ttot ibetr 1 
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i<i43- it appears, that on Tuefday Nighte, 
(that is the fame Evening I had 
promifed to be hiS,) as he went 
homewards to his Farm-lodging, he 
fancied the Angels whiiperingc in 
1 his Eares, and finging over his 

i Head, and that inftead of going to 

his Bed like a rcafonable Being, he 
lay down on the Grafs, and gazed 
on the fweete, pale Moon till flic 
1 fett, and then on the bright Starrcs 

j till he fecmed to fee them moving 

I in a flowe, folcmn Dance, to the 

Words, “ How glorious is our God!" 
And allc about him, he faid, he 
' ’ inew, tho' he coulde not fee them, 

* were fpirituall Beings repairing the 

i Ravages of the Day on the Flowers, 

, amongc the Trees, and Grafle, and | 

I Hedges; and he believed ’twas onlic , 
the Filmc that originall Sin had 
' fprcad over his Eyes, that prcvcntcil ! 

i his feeing them. 1 am thankful for ‘ 

this 
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this fame Filme, — I cannot abide 
Fairies, and Witches, and Ghofts — 
U 2 :h 1 I rtinddcr even to write of 

} O 

’ them : and were it onlie of the 

I ' 

j more harmlcllc Sort, one woiilde > 

' 1 

' never have the Comfortc of think- , 

i iftgc to be alone. I fcarc Church- 

j yardcs and dark Corners of allc 

> Kinds ; more cfpcciallic Spiritts ; 
and there is onlie one I would even 
wifli to fee at my braveft, when 
deepe Love cafleth out Fcarc; and 
that is of SiRcr yhmCj whome I 
never anbeiate with the Wormc and 
Windintr-flieclc. Oh no! I think 

C* 

yZv, at lenflc, dwells amongc the 
, Starres, having fprung flraitc up 
into Litdile and Blillb the Moment 
ihe put off Mortalitie ; and if the, 
whv not tubers? .Arc yidam and 

r 

7 rdlc thefe Yeares in the 
\5ncottfeio\3s Totnb : Theire Bodies, 
but furelic not tltcir Spiiittsr che. 

XV hv 
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'*45- why dothe Chrijl fpeak of Lazarus 
lying in Abraham's Bofom, while 
the Brothers of Dives are yet riot- 
ouflie living? Yet what becomes 
of the Daye of generall Judgment, 
if fome be thus pre-judgcd ? I muft 
alkc Mr. Milton, — yes, I thinkc I 
can finde it in my Heart to alke him 
about this in fome folcmn, ftille 
, Hour, and perhaps he will fctt at 
Reft manie Doubts and Mifgivings 
that at fundric Times trouble me j 
being foe wife a Man. 

* Bedtime. 

I * • * e Glad to (Icale away 
from the noifie Companie in the 
Supper-roomc, (comprifing fome of 
Father's Fcllow-magiftrates,) I went 
down with Robin and Kate to the 
Fidi-ponds; it was fcarce Sunfct : 

‘ and there, while we threw Crumbs j 
to the Filh and watched them come i 

to, 



r 
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to the Surface, were followed, or 

, ever we were aware, by Mr. Milton^ 

! who fate down on the flonc Scat, 

> drew Robin between his Knees, 

i flrokcd his Hairc, and aflct what 

i we were talking about. Robin fayd 

i I had bcenc telling them a fairic 

; Story ; and Mr. Milton obferved that 

\ was an inhniic Improvement on the 

i jangling, puzzle-headed Prating of 

Country JuAiccs, and wiflicd I 

woulde tell it agavn. Bui I was 

, afravd. But i-Jc;/;/;/ had no Feares; 
■> * 

■ foe tolde the Talc roundlic; onlie 
he forgot the End. Soc he found 
; his Way bneke to the Middle, and 
{eemed likelic to make it lad allc 
: Kiqlit : onlie Mr. Milton favd he 
feemed to I^nvc not into the Lain- 
rintli of Cjrti% and he mud for 


Pi tie's Sake nivc him 
Sot: lie hnilljcd Rc!i*:'f 


(lie Cknv. 
Store, and 


:hcp. tidiic another, a mud lovclie 


one. 
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'643 one, of Ladies, and Princes, and 
Enchanters, and a brazen Horfe, 
and he fayd the End of that Talc 
had been cut off too, by Reafon the 
Writer had died before he iiniflicd 
it. But Robin crycd, “ Oh ! finifli 
“ this too,” and hugged and kift 
him ; foe he did ; and methoughte 
the End was better than the Be- 
ginningc. Then he fayd, “ Now, 
fweet Moll, you have onlie fpoken 
“this Hour part, by your Eyes; 

“ and we muft hcarc your pleafant 
“ Voice." “ An Hour f ” cries 
Robin. “ Where arc allc the red 
“Clouds gone, then?” quoth Mr. 
Mihon, “ and what Biifincfs hathe-, 
“ the Moon yonder?" “ Then we | 
“ mufl go Indoors,” quoth I. But j 
they cried “ No,” and Robin heldc j 
me fad, and Mr. Milton fayd I might j 
know even by the didant Sounds 1 
I of ill-governed Merriment that «e 
were 
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; were winding up the Week’s Ac- i 
counts of Joy and Care more con-!' 
! fiflenllie where we were than we | 

I collide doe in the Ploufc. And I 
i indeede jufl then I hearde my Fa- ; 
i ///tv’j- Voice fwellinga noifie Chorus; 

; and hoping Mr. Milton did not dif- 
! tinguifli it, I allvt him if he loved 
J Mufick. He anfwered, foe much 
I that it was Miferic for him to hear ’ 
nnie that was not of the heOe. I j 
Iccretlie refolvcd he diould never t 
dicarc mine. He added, he was 
come of a muficalle Familic, and 
that his Father not onlic fang well, 
hut played finely on the ^h‘ol and 
Organ. Hieii he fpake oT the fweet 
Mufick in ltah\ uniill I longed to 
!>e there; hut I tolde him nothing 
in its W'av ever plea fed me more 
than to licarc the Chorifiers of 
C'olicv.e uduT in Ma-; Dav 
!’v ciianiiiin:: a Hvmn at the 'i’e-n of 

the 
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the Church Towre. Difcourfing of 
this and tliat, we thus fate a good 
While ere we returned to the Houfc. 

# « * *■ Coming out of Church 
he woulde (Imn the common Field, 
where the Villager^- led up theire 
Sports, faying, lie deemed Quoit- 


playing and the like to be unfuitable 
Recreations on a Dayc whereupon 
the ierif had redrifled us from 
fpeakingc our own Words, and 


thinking our own (that is, feciilar) 


Thoughts: and that he believed tlic 


Law of Ge</ in this Particular woulde 
foonc be the Law of the Land, for 
Parliament woulde diortlie put down 
SunJay Sports. I a(kt, ‘‘ What, the 
“ King’s Parliament at Oxfinlt" 
lie anfwcred, “No; the Country's 
“ Parliament at Jf’ejlrtlnjler." I fayil, j 


I was forric, for manic poore hard- 


working Men had no other Holiilay. ' 

He 
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' He %ci, another Holiday woulde be 
* 'jiven them ; and tliat whether or 
no, wc mull; not connive at Evil, 
wJiich wc doc in permitting an holy 
Dayc to fink into a Holiday. I fayd, 

, hut was it not tlic JcwiJh Law, which 
had made fuch Reftridlions ? He 
; fayd, yes, hut that Chrift came not 
I to dedroy the moral Law, of which 
.Sahhath-kceping was a Part, and 
jhai even its naturall Fitncfie for the 
bodily Welfare of Man and Bead 
: was fucli ns no wife Lcgiflator would 
' abolifli or abufc it, even had he no 
' Conlidcrntion for our fpiritual and 
immortal Part : and that ’twas a 1 

f * I 

! wcll-kttown Fad: that Beads of Bur- 1 
then, vrhich had not one Dayc of | 
Hcd in feven, did Icffc Workc in ’ 
tiw Hn.;!. As for ourc Soules, lie ; 
bey required theirc fpiritual 
tab:- a- imulf as our Bodies rc- 


4 ■ 




ou'u'it tiuarc!- : 


even ponre, 
rudicall 
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rufticall Clownes who coulde not 
reade, mighte nourifh their better 
Parts by an holie Paufe, and by 
looking rvithin them, and around 
them, and above tliem. I felt in- 
clined to tell him that long Sermons 
alwaies feemed to make me love God 
lefs infteadc of more, but woiildc 
not, fearing he mighte take it that 
I meant i/e had been giving me one. 

Mother hath returned ! The Mo- 
■ ment I hcardc her Voice I fell to 
trembling. At the fame Moment 
I heardc Robin cry, “ Oh, Mother, I 
“ have broken the grccne Beaker!” 

I which betraied Apprelienfion in an-j 
‘ other Quarter. However, flic quitej 
mildlic replied, “Ah, I knetv thc^ 
“ Handle was loofc,” and then kill 
me with foe great Affection lh.it 
^ I felt quite cafic. ' She had Iicene 
withhclde by a troublcfomc Coldc 
from 
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from returning at the appointed 
Time, and cared not to write. ’Twas 
lufl Supper-time, and there were the 
ClPildren to kifs and to give theire 
Bread and Milk, and Bill's Letter 
U) rcadc ; foe that nothing particular 
was fayd till the younger Ones were 
gone to Bed, and Father and Mother 
, were taking fomc Wine and Toafl. 
'I'hcn fays" Father, Well, Wife, 
“ have you iiot il)e five hundred 

4 

/‘Pounds?” “No,” flic anfwers, 

. rather cnrelclllic. “ I tolde you liow 

4 

“ 'iwouhie be,” Lys Father; “you 

“ mightc as well have flayed at 

“ 1 lome.” “ Really, Mr. Po-vellF 

favv l\i:.thcr, “ foe feldom as I flir 

“ from my owne Chimney-corner, 
• ^ 

" von nccvie not to iM'iub.'e me, I 
'* Pnink, a few Dave*: amonij our 
“ mutiedi Relative'-.*’ “ I th.ill 'joi: 


u\;- f,:F:e 


NiMl- 


“ Utile. 


M^Frr 


: “ to (k'lol 
stUieto . 
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■6+3- “ indeed ! ” “ Well, then, who is 

“ to keepe me from It?” fays La- 
ther, laughing. “ I will anfwer for 
“it, yir. Milton will wait a little 
" longer for his Money,” fays Mo- 
ther, “ he is an honourable Man, 
“ I fuppoie.” “ I willi he may 
" thinke me one,” fays Father; 
“ and as to a little longer, what is 
" the goode of waiting for what 
“ is as unlikelie to come evcntuallie 
“as now?” " Vou muft anfwer 
“ that for yourfclfc,” fays Mother, 
looking wearie : “ 1 have done what 
“ I can, and can doe no more." 
“ Well, then, 'tis lucky Matters 
“ iland as they do,” fays Father. 
“ Mr. Milton has been much here in 
“ your Abfcncc, nty Dear, and has 
“ taken a Liking to our Moll ; foe. 
“ believing him, as you fay, to lie^ 
“ an honourable Man, I have pro-* 
i “ mifed he fliall have her.” " Non-; 

I fenfe," 
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it 


i t 


renfe,” cries Mother, turning red 

land then pale. ‘‘ Never farther 

from Nonfenfe,” fays 'Father, “ for 

’tis to be, and bv the Endc of the 

! “ Month too.” “ You are bantering 

1“ me, Mr. Pc'ivell,^^ fays Mother. 

i“ IIow can you fuppofe .foe, my 

I** Dearer” fays Father, '‘you doe 

me IniuOice.” " Wbv, MoU F' 

.cries Mother, turning diarplic to- 

I wards me, as I fate mute and fear- 

fullc, “ v.’lial is alle this, Child f 

■“ Voti cannot, yo\i dare not think 

:** oi" weddinij: this round-headed 

Puritan.” “ Not round-headed,” 

i.iyd 1, ircmhling; “ his Maire is as 

“ loiui ar.d c\irled as mine'.” “ Don't 

'* I'.unlv Words wiili me, Girl,*’ fays 
« » 

M-rier palfunratelie, “ fee lunv unfit 
“ veil ;’.rc to h.ave a Houle vour 

he left in 


wlio cannot 




vo;:r 


}• 


'"/**■* r f 

‘ / i V ■ i 




'lit falhoy intt’ 
Mif-hit U- ! " 
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“ indeed ! ” “ Well, then, who is 

“ to keepe me from it ? ” fays La- 
ther, laughing. “ I will anfwer for 
“ it, Mr. Milton will wait a little 
“ longer for his Money,” fays Mo- 
ther, “ he is an honourable Man, 
" I fuppofe.” “ I wifli he may 
" thinke me one,” fays Father; 
“ and as to a little longer, what is 
“ the goode of waiting for what 
“ is as unlikclie to come eventuallie 
“as now ? ” "You mull anfwer 
“ that for yourfclfe,” fays Mother, 
looking wearie : “ I have done what 
“ I can, and can doe no more.” 

“ Well, then, ’tis lucky Matters 
“ Hand as they do,” fays Father. 

" Mr. Milton has been much here in 
“ your Abfcnce, my Dear, and has 
“ taken a Liking to our Moll; foe, 

“ believing him, as you fay, to be 
" an honourable Man, I have pro- 
“ mifed he lliall have her.” “ Non-. 

fcnfc,”l 
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1 " „ - 

fcnfc,” cries Mother, turning red 

land then pale. “ Never farther 

; from Nonfenfe,” fays Father, for 

^ “ his to be, and by the Ende of the 

i “ Month too.” You are bantering 

me, Mr. Powell,'^ fays Mother^ 

j“ Mow can you fuppofe .foe, my 

I “Dearer” fays Father, “you doe 

1“ me InjuAicc.” “ Why, Moll 

'j cries Mother, turning AiarpVie to- 

! wards me, as I fate mute and fear- 

fnlle, “ wliat is alle this. Child ? 

• “ You cannot, you dare not think 

!. “of wedding this round-headed 

■ “ Puritan.” “ Not round-headed,” 

; fivd I, trcmblinq;: “ his Hairc is as 

“ losig and curled as mine?’ “ Don’t 

“ bandy Words with me, Girl,” fays 

M- f/.i-r p.ulionatclie, “ fee how unfit J 
^ i 

“ vtni arc to have a Iloufc of your 5 

* » I 

” vwv,{\ wlnn cannot be left in ! 


“ Charge of 
“ I'hetrdyluc, 


your Father's for a I 
without falling into , 
Mifbhiefh!” 
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“ Mifchiefe ! ” “I won’t have Mot! 
** chidden in that Way/’ fays Father, 
“ fhe has fallen into noe Mifchiefe, 
“ and has beene a difcreete and 
dutifull Child.” “ Then it has 
“ beene alle your doing,” fays Mo- 
ther, ** and you have forced the 
Child into this Match." “ Noe 
** Forcing whatever,” fays Father, 
** they like one another, and I am 
** very glad of it, for it happens to 
be very convenient.” ** Conve- 
nient, indeed,” repeats Mother, 
and falls a weeping. Thereon I 
mufl needs weepe too, but flic fays, 

** Begone to Bed ; there is noe Neccle 
** that you fliouldc fit by to heare 
** your ownc Father confefle what 
“ a Fool he has beene.” 

To my Bedroom I have come, 
but cannot yet feck my Bed; the 
more as I flill hcarc theire Voices 
in Contention below. 

Tuesday. 
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I This Morninge’s Breakfafle was 
mode uncomfortable, I feeling like 
a cheekt Child, fcarce minding to 
‘ lookc up or to cat. Mother, with 
^ Ivycs red and fwollcn, fcarce fpeak- 
■ inn: favc to the Children ; Father 
direding his Difeourfe chieflie to 
Dh'h, concerning Farm Matters and 
the RangcrHiip of Shot over, tho’ 
‘(was cafic to fee his blind was not 
with them. Soc foone as alle had 
ilifjK'rfed to theire cuflomed Talkes, 
and I was loitering at the bVindow, 
Father mils aloud to me from his 
Studily. I'hither I go, and hnd him 
and Xiothtr, the fuiinq; with her Back 
to both. Me//," fays Father, with 


vjiwt Determination, “ von have ac- 
“ erpted Mr. MUtcr. to plcafc your- 


% t 

i t 


f « 


icif. 

h.-uu! 

r 

* 


YOU v.’}ll luarrv him out of 
« 

to plcate mc.“ Spare me. 
!r.e, Mr. interrupt*' 


> f 




t’le Fntraticmcni mav 


t * 
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“ not be broken oiF, at the leaft 
‘‘ precipitate it not with this in- 

‘‘ decent halle* Poilpone'it till- ” 

Till when?*' lays Father. “ Till 
“ the Child is olde enough to know 
her owne Mind." '' That is, to 
“ put off an honourable Man on j 
“ falfe Pretences," fays Father, ** flie 
“ is olde enough to know it alrcadic. 
** Speake, Mo//, are you of your, 
** Mothers Mind to give up Mr. 

altogether?" I trembled, 
but fayd, ** No." Then, as his 
Time is precious, and lie knows 
“ not when he may leave his Home 
“ agayn, I fave you the Trouble, 

** Child, of naming a Day, for it 
“ fliall be the Monday before V'/dt- 
\ ^'fimtide^ Thereat Mot/ier gave 
I a Kind of Groan ; but as for me. 

I had like to have fallen on tlicj 
* Ground, for I had Iiad noc Thought; 
j of fuchc Haftc, ** See what you are | 
doing, j 
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; tt , doing', Mr. Pcnvcllf fays Mother, 

\ compallionating me, and raifing me 
! though fomewhat roughlie ; 

! it 'I propliccic Evil of this Match.” 

1 it 'Proplicts of Evil arc fure to find 
j tt Liflcncrs,” fays Father, but I am | 
one of them;” and foe left 1 
• Room. Thereon my Mother, ^ 

\ ^v'ho alwaics fearcs him when he 
i h;^*^ Determination, loofed ' 

1 i||e Bounds of her Paffion, and chid 
I j,^e fo unkindlie, that, humbled and 
I j-jjortificd, I was glad to fccke my 
5 QhamlK’r. 

s I Entering the Dining- 

' rt;'!tnn, however, I uttered a Shriek 
' iffing Father fallen back in Ins 
. Ch‘dv, as though in a Fit, like unto 
tpat which terrified us a Year ago; 

Maher hearing me call out, ran 
{yx lot>ied his Collar, and foonc 
h’^'Ughtc him to himfclfc, tho’ not 
u? much Alarm to allc. He 
I made 
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made light of it himfelfe, and fayd 
’twas merelie a fuddain Rulli of 
Blood to the Head, and woulde not 
I be diffuaded from going out;' but 
Mother was playnly fmote at the 
Heart, and having looJct after him 
with fome anxietie, exclaimed, “ I 
“ fhall neither meddle nor make 
“ more in this Bufinefle : your Fa- 
" filer's fuddain Seizures lhall never 
I “ be layd at my Doore ; ” and foe 
I left me, till we met at Dinner. 

I After the Cloth was drawne, enters 
Mr. Milton, who goes up to Mother, 
and with Gracefulneflc kilTes her 
Hand ; but llie withdrewe it pct- 
tillily, and toofcc up her Sewing, on 
‘ the which he lookt at her wonder- 
ingly, and then at me ; then at her 
agayne, as though he woulde rcadc 
her whole Charaflcr in her Face ; | 
which having fccmed to doc, and to | 
write the fame in fome private Page 
, J _ of 
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of his Heart, he never troubled her | 
or himfelf with further Comment, j 
hut toolte up Matters jufl where he ^ 
liad left them laR. Ere we parted | 
\vc had fome private Conference j 
toucliing our Marriage, for haften- i 
ing which he had foe much to fay | 
that I couldc not long contend with | 
him, erj^eciallic as I foundc lie had | 
plainllc made out that Mother loved i 
him not. ' 


Iloiifc full of Companie, leaving -I 
noc d'imc to write nor think. Mo-' 

\ 

iher fnyih, iho’ the cannot forbodc 
:in ]iap]Mc Marriage, the will provide ' 
a mcrric M’edding, and bathe 
griswne m<*rc than commonlie tender 
O" me. -mil given me fume I'rinketc, 


t ri' •ngin 

v.'ill tV 


sijH- Cloth, and 

g:een Sail in fora Gown, 
,!u: c‘n hmd with it.- owne 


iKU ivM ;u 


she h.'.the me cventantlic 


with 
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with her in the Kitchen, Paftrie, and 
Store-room, telling me ’tis needfulle 
I Ihoulde improve in Houfewiferie, 
feeing I lhall Ibe foone have a Home 
of my owne. 

But I think Mother knows not, 
and I am afeard to tell her, that 
Mr. Milton hath no Houle of his 
owne to carry me to, but onlie 
Lodgings, which have well fuited 
his Bachelor State, but may not, 
’tis likelie, befeeme a Lady to live 
in. He deems fo himfelf, and fayelh 
we will look out for an hired Houfc i 
1 together, at our Lcifurc. Allc this [ 
j he hath fayd to me in an Under- * 
I tone, in Mother's Prefence, llie Icw- 
I ing at the Table and we fitting in the 
I Window ; and 'tis difficult to tell how j 
much (lie hears, for flic will alke j 
I no Qu^eftions, and make noc Com- [ 
ments, onlie comprefles her Lips, j 
which makes me think flic knows. 

The 
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'643 And then craved my Pardon for foe 
unmannerly a Rhyme, which in- 
deede, methoughte, needed an E\- 
cufe, but expreft a Feare that I 
knewnot (what Ihe called) my high 
Deftiny, and prayed me not to trifle 
with Mr. Mdlon's Feelings nor in 
his Sighte, as I had done the Daye I 
I flie dined at Forejl Hill. I laught, j 
j and fayd, he muft take me as he 
found me : he was going to marry , 
Mary Powell, not the JPtfe ll'idrwl 
ofTcicab. Rofe lookt wiftftillic, but J 
I bade her take Heart, for I doubled , 
not we lliouldc content cache the 
other ; and for the Reft, her Advice 
rtiouldc not be forgotten. Thereat, 
llie was pacyfied. 


Allc Buftle and Confufion, — fl-ay-^ 
ing of Poultric, making of Paftrie, , 
etc. People coming and going, preft 
to dine and to fup, and refufe, and 


May ml 
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and eternall Spring, and eternall 
BlilTe, and much that I cannot call 
to Mind, and other-much that I 
coulde not cbmprehende, but which 
was in mine ears as the Song of 
Birds, or Falling of Waters. 

Jlay 23d. 

Tiofe hath come, and hath kindlie 
offered to help pack the Trunks, 
(which are to be fent off by the 
Waggon to London,) that I may 
have the more Time to devote to 
Mr. Miiton. Nay, but he will foon 


have all my Time devoted to hiin- 
Telf, and I would as lief Ipcnd what 
little remains in mine accuftomed 
Haunts, after mine accuftomed Fa- 
Ihion. I had purpofed a Ride on 
Clover this Morning, with Rchin; 
but the poor Boy miift I trow ’be 
difappointcd. 


/\nd lor what i" Oh me! 

I have hcardc fucli a long Sermon 

on 
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London, 

Mr. RtiJUPs, Taylor, 

Bride's Churchyard. 

Oh Heaven ! is this my new 
Home? my Heart finkes alreadie. 
After the fwete freih Ayre of Shcepf 
cote, and the Cleanlinefs, and the 
Q,uiet and the pleafant Smells, 
Sightes, and Soundes, alle whereof 
Mr. Milton enjoyed to the Full as 
keenlie as I, laying they minded 
him o{ Paradi/e, — ^how wouldc Rofe 
pitie me, could the view me 'in this 
dole Chamber, the Floor whereof 
of dark, uneven Boards, mull have 
beene layd, methinfcs, three hundred 
Years ago; the oaken Pannelis, 
utterlic deftitute of Polish and with 
fundrie Chinks ; the Bed with dull 
brown Hangings, lined with as dull 
a grecne, occupying Half the Space; 
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>641. fuch a Home as this? I will not 
think. Soe this is London ! How 
diverfe from the “towred Citie” 
of my Hulband’s verlingl and of 
his Profe too; for as he Ipakc, by 
the way, of the Diforders of our 
Time, which extend even into cache 
domeftick Circle, he layd that alle 
muft, for a While, appear confufed 
to our imperfect View, juft as a 
mightie Citie unto a Stranger who 
fltoulde beholde around him huge, 
nnfiniflied Fabrics, the Plan whereof 
he could but imperfectlie make out, 
amid the Builders’ difordcrlic Ap- 
jp.aratus; but ihnx, from afar, we 
I mighte perceive glorious Refults 
from party Contentions, — Free- 
! dom fpringing up from Opprefiion, 

' Intelligence fuccccding Ignorance, 

^ Order following Difordcr, juft as 
I that fame Traveller looking at the 
j Citie from a diftant Height, fliould 
' beholde i 
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my Hufband’s Voice, and another 
with it. 

Thursday 

’Twas a Mr. Lawrence whom my 
Huftand brought Home lart Nighte 
to fup ; and the Evening pai?cd 
righte pleafantlie.with News, jeftes, 
and a little Mufickc. Todaye hath 
been kindlie devoted by Mr. Miltmt 
to Ihewing me Sights: — and oh! 

! the ftrange, diverting Cries in the 
Streets, even from earlie D.iwn 1 
” New Milk and Curds from the 
“ Dairie ! ” — " Oldc Shoes for fomc 

1 

“ Brooms I” — **Anic Kitchcn-ftufTc, 

** have you. Maids?” — ** Come buy 


** mygreenc Hcrbesl”- — and then in 
the Streets, here a Man preaching, 
there another juggling : here a Boy 
witli an Ape, tlierc a Show of 
Nineveh : next die News from the 
North ; and as ibr die China Shops 


and Drapers in the Strand, and the , 


Cook’s 
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Boat, he volunteered to goe with us 
on the River. After manie Hours’ 
Exercife, I have come Home fa- 
tigued, yet well pleafed. Mr. Afor- 
Dr//fups with us. I 




I wi/h I could note down a Tithe 
of the pleafant Things that were fayd 
laft Nighte. Firft, oide Mr. Milten 
having flept out with his Son, — 
I called in Rachael, the younger of 
Mr. Ruffift Sen’ing-maids, (for we 
have none of our owne as yet, which 
tends to much Dilcomfiture,) and, 
with her Aide, I dulled the Bookes 
and left them up in half the Space 
they had occupied ; then cleared 
away three large Balltctfuls, of the 
abfolutcft Rubbifli, torn Letters and 
the like, and lent out for Floivcrs, j 
(which it Iccmeth Arangc cnoughc j 
to me to hiiy,) which gase the | 
Chamber a gayer Aire, and foe my ) 
Hiilhand • 
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Boat, he volunteered to goe with us 
on the River. After manie Hours’ 
Exercife, I have come Home fa- 
tigued, yet well pleafed. Mr. Mar- 
ve/i fups with us. 


Triday. 


I wilh I could note down a Tithe 
of the pleafant Things that were layd 
laft Nighte. Firft, olde Mr. Milton 
having llept out with his Son, — 
I called in Rachael, the younger of 
Mr. Rujfets Serving-maids, (for we 
have none of our osvne as yet, which 
tends to much Difeomfiture,) and, 
with her Aide, I dufted the Bookes 
and fett them up in half the Space 
they had occupied ; then cleared 
away three large Banrctfiils, of the 
abfoluteft Rubbifli, torn Letters and 
the like, and fent out for Flowers, i 
(which it Iccmcth llrangc cnoughc | 
to me to iujt,) which gave the | 
Chamber a gayer Aire, and foe tny ( 
Htifliand j 
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tifing Archery and other manlic 
Exercifes. 

S.itiir(!ay. 

Tho’ we ri/e betimes, olde Mr. 

1 

Mi/ton is earlier ftiJIe; and I ahrays 
find him fitting at his T.abic bcfide 
the Window (by Reafbn of the 
* Chamber being foe dark,) forting 

I know not how manie Bundles of 
Papers tied with red Tape ; cache 
fo like the other that I marvel how 
he knows them apartc. This Morn- 
ing, I found the poore old Gentle- 
man in fad Difirefs at miffing a 


Manufeript Song of Mr. //ear/ 


Larces’, the onlie Copy c.vtant, 
which lie pcrfiiaded liiinfclfc that 

1 

Imuft iiavc lent down to the Kitchen 
Fire Ycfterday. I am convinced 

I difmift not a fingic Paper that was 

‘ 

not tome cache Way, as being ut- 
tcrlie ufclcfle ; but as the unhicfcic 

i 

Song cannot be fonndc, he fighs 



and 


of Mary Powell. 

and is certayn of my Delinquence, 
as is Hubert, his owne Man ; or, as 
he more frequentlie calls him, his 
odd Man;” — and an odd Man 
indeede is Mr. Hubert, readie to 
addrefs his Mafter or Mailer’s Sonne 
on the mereft Occafion, without 
waiting to be fpoken to ; tho’ he 
expedleth Others to treat them with 
far more Deference than he himfelf 
payeth. 

— Dead tired, this Daye, with 
fo much Exercife ; but woulde not 
fay foe, becaufe my Hulband was 
thinking to pleafe me by Ihew- 
ing me foe much. Spiritts flagging 
however. Thefe London Streets 
wearie my Feet. We have been 
over the Houfe in Alderfgate Street, 
the Garden whereof difappointed 
the, having hearde foe much of 
it; but ’tis far better than none, 
and the Houfe is large enough 

for 
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for Mr. Milton's Familie and my 
Father's to boote. Thought how 
pleafant ’twould be to have them 
alle aboiite me next Chrijlmajfe ; 
but that holie Time is noe longer 
kept with JoyfuIJne/le in London. 
Ventured, therefore, to cxprcfle a I 
Hope, we mighte fpend it at Forejl 
Hill; but Mr. Milton fayd ’(was 
unlikelie he fliould be able to 
leave Home ; and aikt, would I go 
alone? — Conftraincd, for Shame, 
to fay no ; but felt, in my Heart, I 
wouide jump to fee Forejl Hill on 
anie Terms, I foe love allc that 
dwell there. 

Private and publick Prayer, Ser- 
mons, and Pfalm-finging from Morn 
until Nightc. The onlic Break hath 
been a Vifit to a quaint but picafing 
Lady, by Name Catherine Lhrjjn, 
whorac my Ilulband holds in great 
Reverence. 
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Reverence. She faid manie Things 
worthy to be remembered ; onlie 
as I remember them, I need not 
to write them down. Sorrie to 
be caughte napping by my Hul- 
band, in the Midft of the third 
long Sermon. This comes of over- 
walking, and of being unable to 
deep o’ Nights ; for whether it 
be the London Ayre, or the Lon- 
don Methods of making the Beds, 
or the ftrange Noifes in the 
Streets, I know not, but I have 
fcarce beene able to clofe my Eyes 
before Daybreak lince I came to 
Town. 

And now beginneth a new Life ; 
for my Hufband’s Pupils, who were 
difmift for a Time for rny Sake, 
returne to theire Talks this Daye, 
and olde Mr. Milton giveth place 
to his two Grandfons, his widowed 

Daughter’s 
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Daughter's Children, Edward and 
John Phillips, whom my Huftand 
led in to me juft now. T wo plainer 
Boys I never fttt Eyes on ; the one 
jj’ealc-eyed and puny, the other prim 
and puritanicall — no more to be 
compared to our fweet Robin ! * * * \ 
After a few Words, they retired to 
I theire Books ; and my Huiband, j 
taking my Hand, fayd in his fcind- 
lieft Manner , — " And now I leave 
“ my fweete Moll to the picafant 
“ Companie of her own goodc and 
“ innocent Thoughtes ; and, if (lie 
" needs more, here arc both ftringed 
“ and keyed inftruments, and Books | 
“ both of the older and modern 
“ Time, foe that ftie will not find 
“ the Hours hang hcavic.” Me- ! 
thoughtc how much more I ftioiild 
like a Ride upon Clner than all the 
Books that ever were penned ; for 
the Door no Jboner clofed upon ,' 
Mr. I 
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Mr. Milton than it feemed as tho’ 
he had taken alle the Sunfliine with 
him ; and I fell to cleaning the 
Cafement that I mighte look out 
the better into the Churchyardej 
and then altered Tables and Chairs, 
and then fate downe with my El- 
bows refting on the Window-feat, 
and my Chin on the Palms of my 
Hands, gazing on I knew not what, 
and feeling like a Butterflie under a 
Wine-glafs. 

I marvelled why it feemed foe 
long hnce I was married, and won- 
dered what they were doing at 
Home, — coulde fancy I hearde Mo- 
ther chiding, and fee Charlie dealing 
into the Dairie and dipping his Fin- 
ger in the Cream, and K.ate feeding 
the Chickens, and Dick taking a 
Stone out of Whitejiar s Shoe. 

— Methought how dull it was 
to be paffing the beft Part of the 

Summer 


M 
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Summer out of the Reache of frcfli } 
Ayre and greene Fields, and won- 
dered, would alle my future Sum- 
mers be foe /pent? 

- Thoughte how dtilJ it was to 
live in Lodgings, where one could 
not even go into the Kitchen to 
make a Pudding ; and how dull 
to live in a Town, without fomc 1 
young female Friend with whom! 
one might have ventured into the 1 
Streets, and where one could not ' 
foe much as feed Colts in a Paddock ; 
how dull to be without a Garden, . 
j unable foe much as to gather a 
I Handfullc of ripe Cherries ; and 1 
I how dull to lookc into a Church- j 
; yardc, where there was a Man 
digging a Grave ! , 

— When I wearied of daring at 
the Grave-digger, I gaved at anj 
oldc Gentleman and a young Lady j 
llowlic walking along, yet fcarcc ai j 
' ti 
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if I noted them ; and was thinking 
moftlie of Foref Hill, when I faw 
them ftop at our Doore, and pre- 
fently they were fhewn in, by the 
Name of Dodlor and Miftrefs Da- 
vies. I fent for my Hulband, and 
entertayned ’em bothe as well as 
I could, till he appeared, and they 
I were polite and pleafant to me ; the 
young Lady tall and llender, of a | 
cleare brown Skin, and with Eyes 
that were fine enough ; onlie there 
was a fupprefl; Smile on her Lips 
alle the Time, as tho’ file had feen 
me looking out of the Window, 
She tried me on all Subje6ls, I think ; 
for file fiarted them more adroitlie 
than I ; and taking up a Book on 
the Window-feat, which was the 
Amadigi of Fernardo Fajfo, printed 
alle in Italiques, flie fayd, if I loved 
Poetry; which ’fhe was fure I muft, 
file knew file fiioulde love me. I 

i did 
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did not tell her whether or noe. 
j Then we were both filent. Then 
! X>oQ.ot Havies talked r-ehementlie to 
j Mr. Milton agaynil the King ; and 
Mr. Milton was not ib contraric to i 
him as I could have widicd. Then 
Miftrefs Davies tookc the Word ' 
from her Father and bcgannc to I 
taike to Mt. Milton of Taji, and j 
Dante, and Boiardo, and Ariojlo; and i 
then DoAot Davies !m6 I were filcnt. ' 
Methoughte, they both talked well, | 
tho’ I knew ib little of their Siibjcft- ! 
matter ; onlie they (complimented j 
cache other too much. I mean not J 
they were infincerc, for cache feemed ) 
to think highlie of the other ; onlie j 
we neede not lay allc we fcclc. 

To conclude, we are to fup with , 
them to-morrow. 

ycurnnll, I have Nobodic now , 
but you, to wliome to tell rny little 
Grief : 
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Griefs ; indeede, before I married, 

I know not that I had anie ; and 
even now, they are very fmall, onlie 
they are foe new, that fometimes 
my Heart is like to burft. 

— I know not whether ’tis fafe to 
put them alle on Paper, onlie it 
relieves for the Time, and it kills 
Time, and perhaps, a little While 
hence I may looke back and fee 
how fmall they were, and how they 
mighte have beene Ihunned, or better 
borne. ’Tis worth the Triall. 

— Yefterday Morn, for very Wea- 
rineffe, I looked alle over my Linen 
and Mr. Milioiis, to fee could I 
finde anie Thing to mend ; but 
there was not a Stitch amifs. I 
woulde have played on the Spin- 
nette, but was afrayd he fhould hear 
my indifferent Mufick. Then, as 
a lafl: Refource, I tooke a Book — 
Paid Perrins Hiforie of the Wal- 

denses ; — , 
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dertfes ; — and was, I believe, dozing I 
a little, when I was aware of a{ 
continuall Whilpering and Crj-ing. ! 
I thought ’twas fbmc Child in the i 
Street; and, having fame Com/Its j 
I in my Pocket, I dept foftlie out to ' 

I the Hou(e-door and lookt forth, but * 
no Child could I fee. Coming back, j 
the Door of my Hulband’s Studdy i 
being ajar, I was avifed to look in; 
and faw him, with awfulle Brow, . 
raifing his Hand in the vciy Aft to 
ftrike theyounged Pltillipi. I could 
never endure to fee a Child druefc, j 
foe hadilic cryed out, “ Oh, don't !" j 
— whereon he rofc, and, as if not 
feeing me, gently clofcd the Door, 
and, before I reached my Chamber, 

I hcarde foe loud a Cr^'ing that Ij 
began to cty too. Soon, alle wat 
cjuict; and my Iludiand, coming in, , 
dept gently up to me, and putting j 
'his Arm about, my. Neck, layd, ’ 
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My deareft Life, never agayn, I 
befeech you, interfere between 
me and the Boys; ’tis as un- 
feemlie as tho’ I Ihoulde interfere 
^ between you and your Maids, 

‘ when you have any, — and will 
‘ weaken my Hands, dear Moll, 

‘ more than you have anie Suf- 
‘‘ picion of.” 

I replied, killing that fame of- ! 
fending Member as I fpoke, ‘‘ Poor 
“ Jack would have beene glad, juft ' 
“ now, if I had weakened them.” — ! 
“ But that is not the Quellion,” he ? 
returned, for we Ihould alle be | 
glad to efcape necedary Punilh- j 
‘‘ ment ; whereas, it is the Power, ■ 
“ not the Penalty of our bad Habits, i 
I that we Ihoulde feek to be de- ; 

livered from.” — “ There may,” | 
I fayd, “ be neceilary, but need not | 
be corporal Punilhment.” That | 
‘‘ is as may be,” returned he, ‘‘ and ! 

“ hath ' 
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“ hath alreadie been fettled by an 
“ Authoritie to which I fubmit, and 
“ partlie think you will difputc, 
“ and that is, the Word of God. 
“ Pain of Body is in Realitie, or 
“ ought to be, iboner over and more 
“ fafelie borne than Pain of an in- 
“ genuous Mind ; and, as to the 
“ Shame, — why, as Lorenzo de' Me- 
“d/Wfayd to Soccini, ‘The Shame 
“ • is in the Offence rather than in 
“ ‘ the Puni/liment.’ ” 

I replied, “ Our Rohm had never 
" beene beaten for In’s Studdies ; " 
to which he fayd with a Smile, 
that even I mull admit Rohin to 
be noe greatc Scholar. And fo in 
good Humour left me ; but I w.is ; 
in no good Humour, and hoped 1 
Heaven might never make me ihci 
Motlier of a Son, for if I fliould | 
fee Mr. Milton llrikc him, I diould j 
learn to hate the Father. — [ 

Learning 
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Learning there was like to be 
Companie at Doctor Davtes\ I was 
avifed to put on my brave greene 
Satin Gown ; and my Hulband fayd 
it became me well, and that I onlie 
I needed fome Primrofes and Cowilips 
in my Lap, to look like May ; — and 
fomewhat he added about mine Eyes’ 
clear Ihining after Rain,” which 
avifed me he had perceived I had 
beene crying in the Morning, which 
I had hoped he had not. 

Arriving at the Dodtor’s Houfe, 
we were fhewn into an emptie 
Chamber ; at leaf!:, emptie of Com- 
panie, but full of every Thing elfe ; 
for there were Books, and Globes, 
and ftringed and wind Inftruments, 
and fluffed Birds and Beafls, and 
Things I know not foe much as the 
Names of, befides an Eafel with 
a Painting by Mrs. Mildred on it, 
which file meant to be feene, or fhe 

woulde 
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woulde have put it away. Sub- 
jedt, “Brutus's ‘Judgment 

1 thought a ftrange, unfeeling one 
for a Woman; and did not with 
to be her Son. Soone the came 
in, dreft with ftuddied and puritan- 
icall Plainnefle ; in brown Taffeta, 
guarded with black Velvet, which 
became her well enough, but was 
fcarce fuited for the Seafon. She 
had much to fay about limning, in 
which my Hulband could follow 
her better than 1 ; and then they 
went to the Globes, and Copernicus, 
and Galileo Galilei, whom flie called 
a Martyr, but I do not. For, is a 
Martyr one who is unwillinglic im- 
prifoned, or who formally recants ? 
even tho’ he affciScd afterwards to 
fay ’twas tut a Form, and cries, 

“ Eppure,fs muomeV' The earlier 
Chriftians might have fayd ’tw.ts 
but a Form to bum a Handfnll of 
Jncenfc 
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Incenfe before Jove s Statua ; Plmy 
woulde have let them goe. 

Afterwards, when the Dodtor 
came in and engaged my Hulband 
in Difcourfe, Miftrefs Mildred de- 
voted herfelfe to me, and allct what 
Progrelfe I had made witli Be7’?iardo 
Pajfo. I tolde her, none at alle, for 
I was equallie fault! e at Italiqiies 
and Italiafi, and onlie knew his heft 
Work thro’ Mr. F ah fax's Tranf- 
lation; whereat flie fell laughing, 
and fayd Hie begged my Forgive- 
nelfe, but I was confounding the 
Father with the Sonne; then laught 
agayn, but pretended ’twas not at 
me but at a Lady I minded her of, 
who never coulde remember to dif- 
tinguilh betwixt Lionardo da Vinci 
and Lorenzo dei Medici. That laft 
Name brought up the Recolledlion 
of my Morning’s Debate with my 
Hulband, which made me feel fad ; 

and 
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and then, Mrs. Mildred^ /cemingc 
anxious to make me forget her 
Unmannerlinefs, commenced, “ Can 
** you paint ?’* — " Can you fing ? ” — 

** Can you play the Lute?” — and, 
at the laft, ** What can you do ? ” 

I mighte have fayd I coulde comb 
out my Curls fmoothcr than die 
coulde hers, but did not. Other 
Guefts came in, and talked fo much 
agaynft Prelacy and the Right divine 
of Kings that I wouldc fain we had j 
remained at Agronomic and Pocti}’. 
For Supper there was little Meat, 
and noe ftrong Drinks, onlic a 
thinnidi foreign Wine, with Cakes, 
Candies, Sweetmeats, Fruits, and | 
Confedtions. Such, I fuppofc, is 
Town Fnfliion. At the lade, canic 
Mu/ick ; Miftrefs Mildred lang and 
played ; then preft me to do the 
like, but I was foe fcarfiillc, I 
collide not; fo iny Hufoand fil'd 

lie 
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he woulde play for me, and that 
woulde be alle one, and foe covered 
my BadifullenelTe handfomlie. 

Onlie this Morning, juft before j 
going to his Studdy, he ftept back | 
and fayd, ‘‘ Sweet MolU I know you 
can both play and fing — why will 
“ you not pradlife?” I reply ed, I 
loved it not much. He rejoyned. 
But you know I love it, and is 
“not that a Motive?” I fayd, I 
feared to let him hear me, I played 
fo ill. He reply ed, “ Why, that is 
“ the very Reafon you flioulde feek 
“ to play better, and I am fure you 
“ have Plenty of Time. Perhaps, 
“ in your whole future Life, you 
“ will not have fuch a Seafon 
“of Leifure as you have now, — 
“ a golden Opportunity, which you 
“ will furelie feize.” — Then added, 
“ Sir Thomas Mores Wife learnt to 
“ play the Lute, folely that die 

“ mightc 
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“mighte pleafe her Huftand.” I 
anfwered, “Nay, what to tell me 
“ of Sir nomas More’s Wife, or of 
“ Hugh Grotius’s Wife, when I was 
“ the Wife of John Milton ?" He 
looked at me nvice, and qtiicklie, 
too, at this Saying; then laughing, 
cried, “ You cleaving Mifchicf ! I 
" hardlie know whether to take that 
" Speech amiflc or well — however, 

“ you lliall have the Benefit of the 
“ Doubt.” 

And lb away laughing; and I, 
for very Shame, fat down to the 
Spinnette for two wcarie Hours, 
till foe tired, I coulde crj'; and 
when I defifted, collide hear Jack 
wailing over his Talk. 'Tis raining 
fall, I cannot get out, nor lliouid 

I dare to go alone, nor where to go 
to if ’twere fine. J fancy ill Smells 
from the Churchyard — ’tis long to 
Dinner-time, with noe Change, noc 
Evercife: 
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Manner, “ If Mr. Perce// has a good 
“ Library.” For this Piece of Hy- 
pocrifie, at which I heartilie laught, 
he was commended by his Uncle. 
Hypocrifie it was, for Mafter Ned 
cryeth over his Talkes pretty nearlie 
as oft as the youngeft. 

To rewarde my zealous Praflicc 
to-day on the Spinnette, Mr. Mihea 
produced a Colledlion of** ylyreSf and 
“ Dialogues, for one, two, and three 
“ Voices," by his Friend, h\r. Harry 
Lawes, which he fayd I llioulde find 
very pleafimt Studdy ; and then he 
told me allc about theire getting up 
the Mafque of Conms in Ludicne 
Caftle, and how well tlic Lady's 1 
Song was lung by IMr. Lenres Pnpih ' 
the Lady Alice, then a fwcet, modefi , 
Girl, onlic thirteen Ycarcs of Age,— | 
and he told me of the Singing of a 
fairc Italian young Signora, named 
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" On a Daye, there was a certain 
“ Child wandered forthe, that would 
“ play. He met a Bee, and fayd, 
"'Bee, wilt thou play with mef' 
" The Bee fayd, ‘ No, I have my 
“ Duties to perform, tho’ you, it 
" woulde leeme, have none. I 
“ mull away to make Honey.’ 
j “ Then the Childe, aballit, went 
! “ to the Ant. He fayd, ‘ Will you 
! "play with me. Ant?’ The Ant 
“ replied, ‘ Nay, I mull provide | 
" againll the Winter.’ In diortc, 
“ he found that everie Bird, Bcade, I 
“ and Infefl he accolled, had a clofcr | 
" Eye to the Piirpofc of their Cre- 1 
" ation than himfe}re. Then hej 
" fayd, ‘ I will then back, and con | 
"my Talk.’- — Moral. The Alonlj 
I " of the foregoing Fable, my dearc I 
“ .elune, is this — We mull love \S'orfc 
" better than Play.” 

With allc my Intcrcd for Chil- 
drenj 
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hearde good News. He fayd, yes : 
that Tome Friends had long beene 
perfuading him, againft his ^Vill, 
to make publick tome of his La/i/t 
Poems ; and that, having at length 
confcnted to theire Willies, he had 
beene with Mofey the Publillicr in 
St. Paur s Churchyard, who agreed to 
print them. I fayd, I was forric 
I dioulde be unable to read them. 
He fayd he was forty too; he mull 
tranllate them for me. I thanked 
him, but oblerved that Tradudlionsj 
were never Ibc good as Originalls. I 
He rejoyned, " Nor am I even a 
“ good Tranllatcr.” I alkt, " M’hy , 
“ not write in yourowne Tongue.’” i 
He fayd, “ Latin is iindcrllood all 
“ over the Worldc.” I fayd, " Hut 
“ there arc manie in your mvnc 
“ Country do not undcrAand it.” ■ 
He was iilcnt foe long upon llial. 
that I fuppofed he did not mean 

to. 
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“ Nor is an Undertaking that fliall 
“ be one of high Duty, to be cn- 
“ tered upon without Prayer and ^ 
" Dilcipline : — it woulde be Pre- j 
“ fumption indeede, to commence 
" an Enterprife which I meant I 
" ihoulde delighte and profit evety 
“ inftruiled and elevated Mind with- 
“ out ib much Paynes-takingc as it 
“ fliould coftapoor Mountebank to 
" balance a Pole on his Chin.” 

In the Clouds agayn. At Dinner, | 
to-daye, Mr. Milton catechifed thci 
Boys on the Morning's Sermon, the 
i Heads of which, though amounting j 
to a Dozen, Ned toldc off roundlie. | 
Roguiih little yaei: looked Hylic at ^ 
me, lays, “ y/nn/ coulde not tell off; 

" the Sermon.” “ Why not ?" Ays . 
his Uncle. “ Becaiife flic was deep- 1 
" ing,” lays yack. Provoked with ^ 
the Child, I turned fcarlctt, and; 

hafiilie 
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" Nor is an Undertaking tliat iliall 
“ be one of high Duty, to be en- 
“ tered upon without Prayer and 
" Difcipline : — it woulde be Pre- 
“ fumption indeede, to commence 
" an Enterprife which I meant 
" flioulde delighte and profit every 
" inftrudled and elevated Mind with- 
“ out fo much Paynes-takingc as it 
“ fhould coftapoor Mountebank to 
“ balance a Pole on his Chin.” 

In the Clouds agayn. At Dinner, j 
to-daye, Mr. Milton catcchifcd thcj 
' Boys on the Morning's Sermon, the j 
Heads of which, though amounting j 
to a Dozen, Med tolde off roundlic. | 
Roguifli little fack looked (lylie at ' 
me, fays, “Aunt couldc not tell off 
“ the Sermon.” “ Wliy not?" fays 
his Uncle. ** Bccaufc flic was flcep- ; 

** ing,” fays yack. Provoked with ; 
the Child, I turned Icarlett, andj 
hart die, 
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haftilie fayd, “I was not.” No- 
bodie fpoke; but I repented the 
Falfitie the Moment it had efcaped 
me; and there was Nef a folding 
of his Hands, drawing down his 

Mouth, and doling his Eyes 

My Hulband tooke me to talke for 
it when we were alone, foe tenderlie 
that I wept. 

Jack fayd this Morning, “ I know 
Something — I know Aunt keeps 
“ a Journall.” “ And a good Thing 
‘‘ if you kept one too, Jackf fayd 
his Unde, it would Ihew you how 
“ little you doe.” was lilenced; 
but Nef purfing up his Mouth, 
fays, “ I can’t think what Aunt can 
“ have to put in a Journall — Ihould 
“ not you like. Uncle, to fee ? ” 
“ No, Ned/' fays his Uncle^ ‘‘I am 
“ upon Honour, and your dear Aunt’s 
‘‘ Journall is as fafe, for me, as the 

golden 
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“ golden Bracelets that King jllfrei! 
" hung upon the High-way. I am 
“ glad fhe has fuch a Rcfourcc, and, 
as we know Hie cannot have much ^ 
" News to put in if, wc may the 
“ more fafely rely that it is a Trca- 1 
“ fury of (\vcet, and high, and holy, ' 

I “ and profitable Thoughtes." ^ 
Oh, how deeplie I bhiilit at this 
ill-deferved Prayfe ! How forric 
I was that I had ever rcgificrcd 
aught that he woulde grieve to 
read! I fccrctly rcfoivcd that, this 
Daye's Journalling fliould he thcl 
lail, untill I had attained a better | 
Frame of Mind. i 

i 

I have kept Silence, )Ca, even! 
from good Words, hut it has bccnc ; 
a P.iyn and Griefc unto me. Good 
Miilrefs Catherine Thimpfon called | 
on me a few D.iycs hack, and fpobe 
fo svifely and fo wholefomelic ton- 
ccrninj; 
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cerning my Lot, and the Way to 
make it happy, (Ihe is the firft that , 
hath fpoken as if ’twere poffible it i 
mighte not he foe alreadie,) that 
I felt for a Seafon quite heartened ; 
but it has alle faded away. Becaufe 
the Source of Cheerfulneffe is not in j 
me, anie more than in a dull Land- 1 
ikip, which the Sun lighteneth fori 
awhile, and when he has fet, its 
Beauty is gone. 

Oh me I how merry I was at 
I Home ! — The Source of Cheerful- 
neffe feemed in me then, and why is 
it not ?iow f Partly becaufe alle that 
I was there taught to think right is 
here thought wrong ; becaufe much 
that I there thought harmleffe is 
here thought finfulle ; becaufe I 
cannot get at anie of the Things 
' that 'employed and interefted me 
there, and becaufe the Things within 
iny Reach here do not intereft me. 

„ Then, ] 
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i 543- Then, *tis no fmall Thing to he ^ 
continuallie deemed ignorant and 
mifinformed, and to have one’s 
Errors continuallie covered, however 
handfomeJie, even before Children, f 
To fay nothing of the WcigJit upon 
the Spiritts at firftc, from Change 
of Ayre, and Diet, and Scene, and ^ 
Lofs of habituall Excrcife and Com- 
panie and hou/choldc Cares. Thcfe 
petty Griefs try me forclic; and 
when Coufin Rdph came in iinc.Y- 
pectedlie this Morn, tlio* I never 
much cared for him at Home, yet 
the Sightc of IJrothcr, freOt 

I from Shcepfeote and Oxford and "Forfi ^ 

I Hi/I, foe upfet me that I Tank into, 
Tears. No Wonder that Mr. Mi/ut:, 
then coming in, Hiouldc hadilic 
enquire if Ralph ii.id brought ill 
I Tidings from Home; and, finding 
1 allc was wcl! there, flioiddc look 
[ flrangclie. He alVt however, 
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to ftay to Dinner i and we liad miicn 
Talk of Home ; but now, I regret 
having omitted to afk a tboufand 
Q^stions. 

Mr. Milt 071 in his Clofet and I in 
my Chamber. — For the firft Time 
he feems this Evening to have founde 
lout how diffimilar are our Minds. ' 
Meaning to pleafe him, I fayd, I 
kept awake bravelie, to-nighte, 

“ through that long, long Sermon, 

“ for your Sake.” — ‘‘ And why not 
p for God’s Sake ?” cried he, ‘‘ why 
not for your owne Sake ? — Oh, ! 
“ fweet Wife, I fear you have yet i 
“ much to learn of the Depth of 1 
1“ Happinelfe that is comprifed in j 
p the Communion between a for- ! 
p given Soul and its Creator. It 
“ hallows the moft fecular as well 
“ as the moft fpirituall Employ- 
‘‘ ments ; it gives Pleafure that has 


no 
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■643- I “ no after Bitternefle ; it gives I’Ica- 1 
I “ fure to God — and oil ! tliinkc ofj 
^ “ the Depth of Meaning in thofc j 
“ Words! think what it is for us' 
I “ to be capable of giving GoJPki'] 
“ lure ! ” i 

i — ^Much more, in the fame Vein! I 

I to which I could not, with equal 
I Power, rclpond ; foe, he a\v ay to , 
his Studdy, to pr.ay perhaps lor my | 
Change of Heart, and I to myi 
Bed. ' 


SmrJ ' poil’lblci] 

‘ am I agayn At Fcrfl Hill? How' 
ftrange, howjoyfiillc an Event, tlio 1 
, brought about with Tcarcs! — Can 

It be, that it is onlic a Month fuucl 
I lloode at this Toilette as a Ilriilc: j 
and lay awake on that Bed, thinking 
of London? How long a Month! 
and oh 1 thisprefent one will hcallc 
toQ fliort. 


It 
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It feemeth that Ralph Hewlett, 
fhocked at my Teares and the Alter- 
ation in my Looks, broughte back 
a difmall Report of me to deare 
Rather and Mother, pronouncing me 
either ill or unhappie. Thereupon, 
Richard, with his ufuall Impe- 
tuofitie, prevayled on Rather to let 
him and Ralph fetch me Home for 
a While, at leafte till after Michael- 
majj'e. 

How furprifed was I to fee Hick 
enter ! My Arms were foe fail 
about his Neck, and my Face preft 
foe clofe to his Shoulder, that I did 
not for a While perceive the grave 
Looke he had put on. At the laft, 
I was avifed to afk what broughte 
him foe unexpedtedlie to London ; 
and then he hemmed and looked at 
Ralph, and Ralph looked at Dick, 
and then Dick fayd bluntly, he hoped 
Mr. Milton woulde fpare me to go 

Home 
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Home till after MichaelmaJJ'e, and 
Father had fent him on Purpofe to 
fay foe. Mr. Milton lookt furprifed 
and hurte, and fayd, how could he 
be expedled to part foe foone with 
me, a Month’s Bride ! it miift be 
fome other Time : he had intended 
to take me himfelfe to Forejl Hill 
the following Spring, hut couldc 
not fpare Time now, nor liked me 
to goe without him, nor thought 

I (hould like it myfelf. But my 
Eyes faid / fltoulde, and then^he 
gazed earneftlie at me and lookt 
hurt ; and there was a dead Silence. 
Then Dick, helltating a little, fayd 
he was forrie to tell us my Father 
w'as ill; on which I clafped my 
Hands and begannc to weepe; and 
Mr. Milton, changing Countenance, 
alkt fundrie Queftions, which Dtck 
anfwered well enough ; and t ten 
faid he woulde not be foe cruel as 
• to! 
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to keepe me from a Father I foe ■ 
dearlie loved, if he were lick, though 
he liked not my travelling in fuch 
unfettled Times with fo young 
a Convoy. 'Ralph fayd they had 
brought Diggory with them, who , 
was olde and fleddy enough, and , 
had ridden my Mother s Mare for ' 
my Ufe ; and Dick was for our 
getting forward a Stage on our 
Journey the fame Evening, but Mr. , 
Milton infilled on our abiding till 
the following Morn, and woulde 
not be overruled. And gave me 
leave to day a Month, and gave 
I me Money, and many kind W ords, ^ 
which I coulde mark little, being 
Ibe overtaken with Concern about 
dear Rather, whole Illnefs I feared 
to be worfe than Dick fayd, feeing 
he feemed foe clofe and dealt in 
dark Speeches and Parables. After 

Dinner, they "went forth, they fayd, 

to 
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to look after the Horfes, but I think 
to fee London, and returned not till 
Supper. 

We got them Beds in a Houfe 
hard by, and ftarted at earlio Dawn. 

Mr. Milton kifled me mod: ten- 
derlie agayn and agayn at parting, 
as though he feared to lofe me ; but 
it had feemed to me foe hard to 
brook the Delay of even a few Hours 


when Father, in his Sickneile, was 


wanting me, that I took leave of 
my Hufband with lefs Affeftion 


than I raighte have (hewn, and onhe 


began to find my Spiritts lighten 
when we were fairly quit of London, 


with its vile Sewers and Drains, and 
to breathe the fweete, pure Morning 
Ayre, as we rode fwiftlie along. 
Dick called Loudon a vile Place, and 
fpake to Ralph concerning what they 1 
had feene of it overnighte, whence j 
it appeared to me, that le lac 
rr beenc 1 
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beeiie pleafure-feeking more than, 
in Father’s ftate, he ought to have 
beene. But D/ck was always a 
recklefs Lad; — and oh, what Joy, 
on reaching this deare Place, to find 
Father had onlie beene fuftering 
under one of his ufual Stomach 
Attacks, which have no Danger in 
them, and which Dick had exagger- 
ated, fearing Mr. Miltoii woulde not 
otherwife part with me ; — I was a 
little fiiocked, and coulde not help,| 
fcolding him, though I was the ' 
gainer ; but he boldlie defended 
what he called his ‘‘ Stratagem of 
War,” faying it was quite allow- 
able in dealing with a Fiiritan. 

As for Robhiy he was wild with 
Joy when I arrived ; and hath never 
ccafcd to hang about me. The 
other Children are riotous in their 
Mirth . Little fofcclyn hath returned 
from his Fofter-mother’s Farm, and 


o 
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is noe longer a puny Child — -’tis 
thought he will thrive. I have 
him conftantly in my Arms or 
riding on my Shoulder; and with 
Delight have revifited alle my olde 
Haunts, patted Clover, &c. Deare 
Mother is moll: kind. The Maids 


as oft call me Mrs. Molly as Mrs. 
Milton, and then fmile, and beg 
Pardon. 'Rofe and Agnevi have been 
here, and have made me promile to 
vifit Sheepfcote before I return to 
London. The whole Houfe feems 


full of Glee. 

,3Ion«Iay. 

It feemes quite llrange to heare 

J 

Dick and Harry finging loyal Songs 
and drinking the King*s Health after 
foe recentlie hearing his M. foe 
continuallie fpoken agaynft. Alfo, 
to fee a Lad of Robin's Age, coming 
in and out at his Will, doing anie- 
thing or nothing; inftead of being i 


ever 
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ever at his Tallces, and looking at 
Meal-times as if he were repeating 
them to himfelfe. I know which 
I like heft. 

A mofl; kind Letter from Mr. 
Milton^ hoping 'Father is better, and 
praying for News of him. How 
can I write to him without betraying 
T)ick ? 'Robin and I rode, this 
Morning, to Sheepfcote. Thoughte 
Mr. Agncw received me with un- 
wonted Gravitie. He tolde me 
he had received a Letter from 
my Hufl:)and, praying News of my 
Father, feeing I had fent him none, 
and that he had writ to him that 
Father was quite well, never had 
been better. Then he fayd to me 
1 he feared Mr. Milto?i was labouring 
I under fomc falfe ImprelTion. I tolde 
I him trulic, that Dicky to get me 
; Flomc, had exaggerated a trifling 
j Illnels of Fat/uFsy but that I was 

gniltlclTc 
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mere Child neither, nor a runaway 
Wife, nor in fuch bad Companie, 
in mine own Father’s Houfe, where 
he firfte faw me ; and, was it anie 
Fault of mine, indeed, that 'Father 
was not ill ? or can I wi(h he had 
beene ? No, truly ! 

This Letter hath forelie vexed 
me. Dear Father, feeing me foe 
dulle, aikt me if I had had bad 
I News. I fayd I had, for that Mr. 
Milton wanted me back at the 
Month’s End. He fayd, lightlie. 
Oh, that mull not be, I mud: at all 
Events day over his Birthdaye, he 
could not (pare me fooner; he 
woulde fettle all that. Let it be foe 
then — I am content enoughe. 

To change the Current of my 
Thoughts, he hath renewed tlic 
Scheme for our Vifit to Lady Falk- j 
land, which," Weather permitting,) 
is to take Place to-morrow. 'Tis 
long 
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long fince I Iwve feenc her, l*«e I 
am willing to goe ; but flic is dctuci 
to Rofe tlian to me, though I refpea 
her much. 

The whole of Yeftcrday occu pyclc 
with our Vifit. I love Lady LV//*- 
/W well, yet her religious Mcllau- 
chollie and Prefages of Evil have 
left a Weight upon my Spirius. , 
To-daye, we have a Family Dinner, 
The Ag?iews come not, hut the 
Merediths doe, we fliall have more 
Mirthe if lefs Wit. My Time now : 
draweth foe fliort, I muft crowd into , 
it alle the Pleafure I can ; and in ^ 
this, everie one confpires to help ‘ 
me, faying, “Poor Moll mull foon 1 
“ return to London:' Never was i 
Creature foe petted or fpoylt.. How | 
was it there was none of this before | 
I married, when they miglit liavc ' 
me alwaies ? ah, therein lies the 

1 Secret. 
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Secret. Now, we have mutuaIJie 
tafted our Lolle. 

Ralph Hewlett, going agayn to 
Town, was avifed to afk whether 
I had anie Commiffion wherewith 
to charge him. I bade him tell 
Mr. Milton that lince we ihould 
meet foe foone, I need not write. 


hut would keep alle my News for 
our Fire-lide. Robin added, " Say, 

" we cannot fpare her yet,” and 
Father echoed the lame. 

But I begin to feel now, that I 
mull not prolong my Stay. At the 
lealle, not beyond Father’s Birthday. 

My Month is^hafting to a Clofe. 

Sept. 11 

Battle at Netebury — Lord Falk- 
land flayn. Oh, fatal Loft ! Father 
and Mother going off to my Lady ; 


6ut I think /he will not fee them. 
Ann t and \Jnc}eHe^vJettt who brought 
the News, can talk of nothing cl/c. 

Alle 



of Mary Powell. 

Alle Sadneffe and Confternation. 
I am wearie of bad News, public 
and ' private, and feel lefs and lefs 
Love for the Puritans, yet am forced 
to feem more loyal than I really am, 
foe high runs party Feeling juft now 
at Home. 

My Month has pafted ! 

A moft difpleafed Letter from 
my Huiband, minding me that 
my Leave of Abfence hath expired, 
and that he likes not the Meflages 
he received .through Ralph, nor 
the unreafonable and hurtfulle Paf- 
times which he finds have beene 
making my quiet Home diftafte- 
fulle. Aiking, are they fuitable, 
under Circumftances of nationall 
Confternation to my owne Party, or 
feemlie in foe young a Wife, apart 
from her Hulband ? To conclude, 
infilling, with- more Authoritie than 

KindnelTe, 


R 
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Kindnefle, on my immediate Re- 
turn. 

With Tears in my Eyes, I have 
heene to my Father. 1 have tolde 
him I mull goe. He fayth, Oli 
no, not yet. I perfided, I mud, 
my Huiband was foe very angry. 
He rejoined. What, angry with my 
fweet Moll ? and for /pending a few 
Days with her old Father? Can it 
be? hath it come to this alreadie? 

I fayd, my Month had expired. He 
fayd, Nonfenfe, he had always afht 
me to day over Miclmelmajfe, till his 
Birthday ; he knew Dick had named 
it to Mr. Milton. I fayd, Mr. Milton 
had taken no Notice thereof, but 
had onlie granted me a Month. 
He grew pecvidi, and faid, “ Pooh, 
j “pooh!” Thereat, after a Silence 
I of a Minute or two, I fayd yet ag.iyn, 

I I mud goe. He took me by the 
I two Wrids and fayd. Doe you wifli 
I to 
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to go ? I burft into Teares, but 
made noe Anfwer. He fayd. That 
is Anfwer enough, — how doth this 
Puritan carry it with you, my Child? 
and fnatched his Letter. I fayd, 
Oh, don’t read that, and would have 
drawn it back ; but Father, when 
heated, is impoffible to controwl ; 
therefore, quite deaf to Entreaty, he 
would read the Letter, which was ! 
unfit for him in his chafed Mood ; 
then, holding it at Arm’s Length, 
and fmiting it with his Fill, — Ha! 
and is it thus he dares addrefs a 
Daughter of mine ? (with Words 
added, I dare not write) — but be 
quiet, Moll, be at Peace, my Child, 
for he fhall not have you back for 
awhile, even though he come to 
fetch you himfelf. The maddefh 
Thing I ever did was to give you to 
this Roundhead. He and Roger 
Agnew talked me over with foe many 

fine 
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I know not. Your Mother always 
iaid evil woulde come of it. But 
as long as thy Father has a Roof over 
his Head, Child, thou haft a Home. 

As foone as he woulde hear me, 
I begged him not to take on foe, 
for that I was not an unhappy Wife ; 
but my Tears, he fayd, belied me; 
and indeed, with Fear and Agitation, 
they flowed faft enough. But I 
fayd, I muj} goe home, and wiflied 
I had gone iboner, and woulde he 
Diggory take me ! No, he fayd, 
not a Man Jack on his Land flioiilde 
faddle a Horfe for me, nor would 
he lend me one, to carry me back 
to Mr. Milton; at the leafte not for 
a While, till he had come to Reafon, j 
and protefted he was forty for having j 
writ to me foe harflily. I 

“ Soe be content, MoU, and make | 

“ not two Enemies inftcad of one. I 
“ Goe, I 




t- ^ t 
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cicr:r-:t^rcnn:^. be n.:rb}* ^vn:;u 
tn.cu v.Ti licrc." 

But all ! more canly laid throi 
dene- “ Alic Joy 15 darkened ; the 
“ Mirthc of the Land i< none I" 


j At Squire Pijfcc's grand Dinner 
, we have been counting on foe manv 
i Days ; but it gave me not die Plea- ; 
i fure expedled. 

j ' 

I 

j I 

The Weather is foe foul that I j 
am fure Mr. Milton woulde not like 1 
me to be on die Road, even would 
my Father let me goe. 

— ^While writing die above, heard 
very angrie Voices in the Court- 
yard, my Father’s efpeciallie, louder 
than common ; and difliiiguillied 
the Words ‘‘ Knave,” and Varlet,” 
and begone.” Lookt from my 
Window and beheld a Man, booted 

and 
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■643- and cloaked, with two Horfes, at 
the Gate, parleying with my Father, 
who flood in an offenfive Attitude, 
and woulde not let him in. I could 
catch fuch Fragments as, “ But, 
“ Sir.?” “ What! in fuch Weather 
“ as this ?” “ Nay, it had not over- 
“ when I flatted. ” " 'Tis foul 
“ enough now, then.” “ Let me 
“ but have fpeech of my Miflre/s.” 
“ You erode not my Threfliold.” 
“ Nay, Sir, if but to give lier this 
“ Letter — and turning his He.id, 

; I was avifed of its being Hubert, old 

! Mr. Milton's Man ; doubtlefs fent 
I by my Hu/band to fetch me. Seeing 
I ray Father raife his Hand in angrie 
I Adlion (his Riding-whip being in 
I it), I hailed down as fail as I collide, 
to prevent Mifchiefe, as well as to 
get my Letter; but, unliappilie, not 
/be dectlic as to fee more fh.'in 
Hubert’s dying Skirts as lie gallopped 
from 
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from the Gate, with the led Horfe ’ 
by tlie Bridle; while my Father ^ 
flinging downe the tome Letter, ! 
walked paffionatelie away. Iclafpcd I 
my Hands, and flood mazed for a | 
while, — was then avifed to piece ■ 
the Letter, but could not; onlic 
making out fuch Words as ** Sweet 
Mollf in my Hufband’s Writing. 

Rofe came this Morning, through 
Rain and Mire, at fome Rifk as well j 
as much Inconvenience, to intreat of 
me, even with Teares, not to vex 
Mr. Milto?i by anie farther Delays, 
but to return to him as foon as pof- 
hble. Kind Soule, her Affection 
toucht me, and I alfured her the 
more readilie I intended to return 
Home as foone as I coulde, which 
was not yet, my Father having 
taken the Matter into his own 
Hands, and permitting me noe 

Efcort ; 


Maiden & Married Life 

Efcort; but that I queftioned not, 
Mr. Milton was onlie awaiting the 
Weather to fettle, to fetch me hini- 
felf. That he will doe fo, is my 
I firm Perfuafion. Meanwhile, I 
make it my Duty to joyn with fome 
Attempt at Cheerfullenefle in the 
Amufements of others, to make my 
Father’s Confinement to the Houfe 
lefs irkfome ; and have in fome 
Meafure fiicceedcd, 

Noe Sightc nor Tidings of Mr. 
Milton . — I am uncafie, frighted at 
myfelf, and wifh I had never left 
him, yet hurte at the Neglect. 
Hilbert y being a crabbed Temper, 
made Mifchicf on his Return, I 
fancy. "Father is vexed, methinks, 
at his owne Paflion, and hath never, 
direifllic, fpoken, in my Hcar- 
inge, of wiiat pafled ; but rayletli 
continuallie agaynft Rebels and 
Roundheads. 
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Roundheads. As to Mother , — ah 
me ! 


Thro’ dank and mir}^ Lanes and j 
Bye-roads with Robin, to Sheepfeote. j 
Waiting for Rofe in Mr. yignew's j 
fmall Studdy, where flie mofllie 
fitteth witli him, oft acting as his 
Amanuenfis, was avifed to take up 
a printed Sheet of Paper that lay on 
the Table ; but finding it to be of 
Latin Verfing, was about to layc it 
downe agayn, when Rqfe came in. 
She changed Colour, and in a falter- 
ing Voice fayd, ‘‘Ah, Coufin, do 
you know what that is ? One of 
“ your Hulband’s Proofe Sheets. I 
“ woulde that it coulde interefi; you 
“ in like manner as it hath me.” 
Made her noe Anfwer, laying it afide 
unconcernedlie, but fecretlie felt, as 
I have oft done before, how fiiupid 
it is not to know Latin, and refolved 

to 


0 


s 
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to get Robin to teach me. He is noe 
greate Scholar himfelfe, foe will not 
lhame me. — I am wearie of hearing 
of War and Politicks ; foe will try 
Studdy for a while, and fee if ’twill 
cure this dull Payn at my Heart. 

OcJ aS 

Robin and I have Ihut ourfelves 
up for three Hours dailie, in the 
fmall Book-room, and have made 
fayre Progrefle. He liketh his 
Office of Tutor mightilie. 

Oct 31 

My LelTons are more crabbed, or 

I am more dull and inattentive, for 

I cannot fix my Minde on my Book, 
and am lecretlie wearie. Robin 
wearies too. But I will not give 
up as yet; the more foe as in this 
quiete Studdy I am out of Sightc 
and Hearinge of fundrie young 
Officers Dick is continuallie bringing 
over from OxJirJ, ivho /pend manic 
Hours 
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Hours with him in Conntric Sports, 
and then come into the Ploufc, hun- 
gry, thirftie, noifie, and idle. I know 
Mr. Milton woulde not like them. 

— Surelie he will come foone ? — 

I fayd to Father laft Night, I wanted 
to hear from Home. He fayd, 
“Home! Doft call yon Taylor’s 
“ Shop your Home?” foe ironicallc 
that I was fliamed to fay more. 

Woulde that I had never married! 
— then coulde I enjoy my Child- 
hoode’s Home. Yet I knew not its 
Value before I quitted it, and had 
even a fhupid Pleafure in anticipating 
another. Ah me ! had I loved Mr. 
Milton more, perhaps I might better 
have endured the Taylor’s Shop. 

Sheepfeote, Nov. 20. 

, Annoyed by Dick's Companions, 
I payed Father to let me ftay awhile 
with Rofe; and gaining his Confent, 

came 


*7 
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■643- came over here Y efter-morn, with- 
out thinking it needfulle to fend 
Notice, which was perhaps incon- 
fiderate. But the received me with 
KifTes and Words of Tendernetie, 
though Jets Smiling than iifualle, 
and eagerlie accepted mine offered 
Vifitt. Then the ran off to find 
Roger, and I heard them talking 
earneftlie in a low Voice before they 
came in. His Face was grave, even 
ftern, when he entred, but he held 
out his Hand, and fayd, “ Miftrefs 
“ Milton, you are welcome I how is 
“ it with you? and how was Mr. 
“ Milton when he wrote to you 
“ laft ?” I anfwered brieflie, he was 
well : then came a Silence, and then 
Rofe took me to my Chamber, which 
was fweet with Lavender, and its 
hangings of the whiteft. It reminded 
me too much of my firft Week of 
Marriage, foe I refolved to think 
not ) 
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not at all left I llioulde be bad , 
Companie, but cheer up and be 
gay. Soe I alkt Rofc a tboufand 
Qu_eftions about her Dairie and Bees, 
laught much at Dinner, and told 
Mr. Agnevo fundrie of the merrie 
Sayings of Riick and his Oxford 
Friends. And, for my Reward, when 
we were afterwards apart, I heard 
him tell Rofe (by Reafon of the Walls 
being thin) that however flie might 
regard me for old Affection’s fake, 
he thought he had never knowne 
foe unpromifing a Character. This 
made me dulle enoughe all the reft 
of the Evening, and repent having 
come to Sheepfcote : however, he 
liked me the better for being quiete : 
and Rofe, being equallie chekt, we 
fewed. in Silence while he read to 
us the firft Divifion of Spe7icer's 
Legend of Jlolinefe, about Viia and 
the Knight, and how they got hin- 
dered 
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dered. This led to much ferious, 
yet not unpleafing, Difcourle, which 
lafted till Supper. For the firll 
Time at Sheepfcste, I coulde not eat, 
which Mr. Agnew obferving, preft 
me to take Wine, and Rcfe woulde 
ftart up to fetch fome of her Pre- 
ferves ; but I chekt her with a 
Motion, not being quite able to 
fpeak ; for their being foe kind made 
the Teares ready to ftarte, I knew 
not why. 

Family Prayers, after Supper, 
rather too long ; yet though I coulde 
not keep up my Attention, they 
feeraed to Iprcad a Calm and a 
Peace ajle about, that extended even 
to me ; and though, after I had 
undrelTed, I fat a long while in a 
Maze, and bethought me how pi- 
teous a Creature 'I was, yet, once 
layed down, I never Tank into deeper, j 
more compofing Sleep. , 

This 1 
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This Morning, Rofc exclaimed, I 
“ Dear Roger ! onlic think ! Moll ^ 
has begun to learn Lathi fince flic 1 
“ returned to Forefi lilll, tliinking j 
1 to furprife Mr. Milton when they I 
“ meet.” She will not onlic fur- ! 

prife but pleafe him,” returned 
dear Roger, taking my Hand very 
kindlie ; ** I can onlie fay, I hope 
they will meet long before flic 
‘‘ can read his Roemata, unless flie 
“ learnes much fafter than mofl: 

“ People.” I replyed, I learned 
very flowly, and wearied Robin's 
Patience ; on which Rofe, kifling 
me, cried, ‘‘You will never wearie 
“ mine ; foe, if you pleafe, deare 
“ Moll, we will goe to our Lelfons 
“ here everie Morning ; and it may 
“ be that I fhall get you through 
“ the Grammar fafter than Robin 
“ can. If we come to anie DifH- 
“ cultie we fliall refer it to Roger." 

Now 
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Now, Mr. uignew*s Looks exprefl 
fuch Pleafure with both, that it 
were difficult to tell which felt the 
moil elated ; Ibe calling me deare 
Moll (he hath hitherto Miftrefs 
Miltoned me ever fince I fett Foot 
in his Houfe), he fayed he would 
not interrupt our Studdies, though 
he ffiould be within Call, and foe 
left us. I had not felt foe happy 
fince Fa//;rrV Birthday; and, though 
Rofe kept me clofe to my Book for 
two Hours, I found her a far lefi 
irkfome Tutor than deare Robin. 
Then flie went away, finging, to 
Imake Roger's favourite Difli, and 
afterwards we took a brilk Walke, 
and came Home hungrie enoughc to 
Dinner. 

There is a daily Beauty in 'Rfs 
Life, that I not onlie admire, but 
am readie to envy. Oh 1 if Millon 
lived but in the pooreft Houfe in j 
the ( 
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the Countrie, methinks I collide be 
very happy with him. 

i 

I 

i 

Chancing to make the above 
Remark to Rofe, (lie cried, “ And I 
“ why not be happy with him in ’ 
‘‘ Alderfgate Street I briefly re- j 
plied that he muft get the I-Ioiife 
firft, before it were pofiible to tell 
whether I eoulde be happy there or 
not, Rofe ftared, and exclaimed, ■ 
“ Why, where do you fuppofe him I 
‘‘to be now ? ” “ Where but at ; 

“ the Taylor’s in Bride’s Church- j 
yard V’ I replied. She clafpt her j 
Hands with a Look I fliall never ' 
forget, and exclaimed in a Sort of 
vehement Paffion, “ Oh, Coufin, j 
“ Coujin^ how you throw your own 
“ Happineffe away 1 How awfulle 
“ a Paufe muft have taken place in 
“your Intercourfe with the Man 
“ whom you promifed to abide by 

“till 
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“ till Death, fince you know not 
“ that he has long fince taken Pof- 
" fellion of his new Home ; that he 
“ llrove to have it ready for you at 
“ MichaehnaJJe /” 

Doubtle/Ie I lookt noe lefs fur- 
prifed than I felt ; — a fuddain Prick 
at the Heart prevented Speech ; 
but it Ihot acrolTe my Heart that 1 
had made out the Words “ Alderf- 
“ gate" and “ new Home," in the 
Fragments of the Letter my Father 
had torn. 'Rofe, mifjudging my 
Silence, burft forth anew with, “ Oh, 

“ Couftnl Coufml couldcaniePIome, 

“ however dull and noifcfomc, drive 
“ me from Roger Agne^jo? Onlie 
“ think of what you are doing, — of 
“ what you are leaving undone ! — 

" of what you are preparing againft 
“ yourfelf! To put the Wicfced- 
“ neflc of a folfifli Courfc out of the 
“Account, onlie think of its Mellan- 
“ cholic. 
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cholie, its Mifcric, — deflitute of' 
alle the fweet, bright, frclh Well- * 
“ fprings of Happinehe ; — iinbleR 
‘‘ by God 

Here Rofc wept palhonatelic, and 
clafpt her Arms about me ; but, 
when I began to fpeak, and to tell 
her of much that bad made me 
miferable, flie hearkened in motion- ' 
leffe Silence, till I told her that i 
Father\iz.di torn the Letter and beaten 1 
the Meffenger. Then flie cried, ' 
‘‘ Oh, I fee now what may and fliall 1 
‘‘ be done ! Rogcj' fliall be Peace- ■ 
‘‘ maker,'’ and ran off with Joyful- i 
neffe ; I not withholding her. But 
I can never be joyfulle more — he 
cannot be Day’s-man betwixt us 
now — ’tis alle too late ! 


Now that I am at Foi^eji Wl 
agayn, I will effay to continue m) 
Journalling. — 


Ml 
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>6+3 Mr. Agneta was out ; and though 
a keene wintry Wind was blowing, 
and Hofe >vas fuffering from Colde, 
yet the went out to liften for his 
Horfe’s Feet at the Gate, with onlie I 
I her Apron cart over her Head. 
Shortlie, he returned ; .and I heard 
him fay in a troubled Voice, “ Alle j 
“ are in Arms at Forefl Hill.” 1 1 
ifclt foe greadic /hocked as to needc I 
to fit downe inftead of running forthe 
to learn the News. I fuppolcd the ^ 
parliamentarian Soldiers had ad- j 
vanced, unexpefledlie, upon Oxford. 
His next Words were, " Dick is 
“ coming for her at Noonc — poor 
I “ Soul, I know not what flic will 
' “ doe — her Father will trull her 
I “ noe longer with you and me.” 
Then I faw them both pafic the 

I Window, flowlie pacing together, 
and haftened forth to joyn them ; 
but they had turned into the pleached 
Alley, I 
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Alley, their Backs towards me ; and 
both in fuch earneft and apparentlie j 
private Communication, that I dared i 
not interrupt them till they turned ; 
aboute, which was not for fome i 
While ; for they flood for fome , 
Time at the Head of the Alley, flill i 
with theire Backs to me, Rojcs Hair ' 
blowing in the cold Wind ; and , 
once or twice file feemed to put ! 
her Kerchief to her Eyes. 

Now, while I flood mazed and i 
uncertain, I hearde a diflant Clatter ! 
of Horfe’s Feet, on the hard Road | 
a good Way off, and could defcrie 
DicA coming , towards Sheepfcote. 
Rofe faw him too, and commenced 
running towards me ; Mr. Agnew 
following with long Strides. Rofe 
drew me back into the Houfe, and 
fayd, killing me, ‘‘ Dearefl Moll, I 
“ am foe forry ; Roger hath feen 
“ your Father this Morn, and he 

‘‘ will 
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“ will on no Account fpare you to 
“ us anie longer; and DicH is coming 
“ to fetch you even now.” I fayd, 
“ Is Father ill ?” “ Oh no,” replied 
Mr. Agnew ; then coming up, “■He 
“ is not ill, but he is perturbed at 
“ fomething which has occurred ; 
“ and, in Truth, foe am I. — But 
“ remember, Miftrefs Milton, re- 
'* member, dear Coufm, that when 
“ you married, your Father's Guar- 
" dianlhip of you pafled into the 
“ Hands of your Hufband — your 
“ Hufband’s Houfe was thcnceforthc 
“your Home; and in quitting it 
“ you committed a Fault you may 
“ yet repaire, though this oficnfivc 
“ Adi has made the Difficultic much 
“greater.” — “ Oh, what has hap-j 
“ pened ?” I impaticntlic cried. | 
Juft then. Did comes in with hisj 
iifual blunt Salutations, and then | 
cries, “ Well, Mall, are yon ready 
“ to 
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“ to goe.back Why flioiild I ; 

‘‘be?” I fayd, “when I am foe 
“ happy here ? unlefs 'Father is ill, , 
or Mr. Ag7iew and Rofe are tired 
“ of me.” They both interrupted, 
there was nothing they foe much 
defired, at this prefent, as that I 
flioulde prolong my Stay. And you , 
know, Ficki I added, that Forcjl 
Hill is not foe pleafant to me juil | 
now as it hath commonlie beene, by 
Reafon of your Companions. 

He brieflie fayd, I neede not mind 
that, they were coming no more to 
the Houfe, Father had decreed it. 
And you know well enough, Moll, 
that what Father decrees, mufl be, 
and he hath decreed that you muft 
come Home now ; foe no more 
Ado, I pray you, but fetch your 
Cloak and Hood, and the Horfes 
fhall come round, for "twill be late 
ere we reach Home. “ Nay, you 

“ mull 


44 


Maiden & Married Life 


1643 “ rauft dine here at all Events,” 

I layd Ro/e ; •' I know, Diet, you Jove 
I “ roaft Pork.” Soe Dick relented. 
Soe Rofe, turning to me, prayed me 
to bid Cicely haften Dinner; the 
which I did, tho’ thinking it ftrange 
i Rofe fliould not goe herfelf. But, as 
I returned, I hearde her fay. Not a 
I Word of it, dear Dick, at the Icaft, j 
I till after Dinner, left you Ipoil her j 
I Appetite. Soe Dick fayd he ftiouldc 1 
' goe and look after the Horfes. I j 
fayd then, brilklic, I fee fomewhat 
is the Matter — pray tell me tvhat it 
is. But R^ looked quite dull, and 
walked to the Window. Then ATr. 

I Agncvi fayd, “You feem as difla- 
I “ tisfied to leave us, Coufm, as wc { 
“ are to lofc you ; and yet you arc I 


I 

I 


“ going back to Forejl Hill — to that 
“ Home in which you will doubt- 
“ Icftc be happy to Jive all your 
Dayes.’* — “ At Foref Hill f” I 
fayd, 
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fayd, ‘‘ Oh no 1 I hope not.” And ; 

why?” fayd he qiiicklie. I hung i 
my Head, and muttered, I hope, | 
‘‘ fome Daye, to goe back to Mr. | 
Milton'' “ And why not at i 
once ?” fayd he. I fayd, “ Father I 
would not let me.” “ Nay, that , 
is childifli,” he anfwered, “ your ! 
“ Father could not hinder you if , 
you wanted not the Mind to goe : 
— it was your firft feeming foe • 
“ loth to return, that made him j 
‘‘ think you unhappie and refufe to i 
part with you.” I fayd, And | 
‘‘ what if I were unhappie ?” He 
paufed; and knew not at the Moment 
what'Anfwer to make, but fliortlie ' 
replyedby another Qi^stion, “Vv^hat ! 
“ .Caufe had you to be foe ?” I fayd, I 
That was more eafily aflct than i 
“ anfwered, even if there were anie ■ 
Neede I flioulde anfwer it, or he 
had anie Right to afk it.” He cried 

in 
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in an Accent of TendernelTe that 
flill wrings my Heart to remember, 
“ Oh, queftion not the Right! I 
1 “ only wilh to make you happy. 
“ Were you not happy with Mr. 
“ Milton during the Week you fpent i 
“ together liere at Slieepfcote ? " 

I Thereat I couJde not rcfrayn from ! 
burlling into Tears. Rofe now j 
Iprang forward ; but Mr. Agnevi \ 
fayd, “ Let her weep, let her weep, 

“ it will do her good.” Then, alle 
at once it occurred to me that my 
Hufhand was awaiting me at Home, 
and I cried, " Oh, is Mr. Milton at 
“ Foreji Hill? " and felt my Heart 
full of Gladncfs. Mr. Agncno an- ! 
fwered, " Not foe, not foe, poor 
“ Molt;" and, looking up at hint, 

I faw him wiping his Brow, though 
the Daye was foe ehill. " As well ! 
" tell her now,” fayd he to life!! 
and then taking my Hand, “ Oh, j 
“ Mrs. 
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^ ~ — — * - I 

Mrs. Milton, can you wonder that ' 
‘‘ your Hulband fliould be angry ? i 
“ How can you wonder at anie Evil j 
“ that may refult from the Provoca- 
tion you have given him ? WJiat 
Marvell, that hnce you call: him 
! “ off, all the fweet Fountains of 
I ‘‘ his Affeftions would be embittered, 

I “ and that he fliould retaliate by ^ 
' ‘‘ feeking a Separation, and even a | 
‘‘ Divorce ?” — There I ftopt him j 
with an Outcry of Divorce i 
“ Even foe,” he moil: mournfully | 
replyd, ‘‘ and I feeke not to excufe i 
him, fince two Wrongs make not 
a Right.” “ But,” I cried, paf- j 
fionately weeping, ‘‘ I have given l 
him noe Caufe ; my Heart has j 
never for a .Moment If rayed to 
‘‘ another, nor does he, I am fure, 

‘‘ expedt it.” Ne’ertheleffe,” en-. 
joyned Mr. Agnew, he,- is foe 
‘‘ aggrieved and chafed, that he has 

followed 
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“ followed up what he confiders ! 
“ your Breach of the Marriage | 
“ Contraft by writing and publifliing . 
“a Book on Divorce; the Tenor 
^ " of which coming to your Father’s 
I “ Ears, has violently inccnfed him. 

“ And now, dear Coufm, having, by 
" your Waywardnefs, kindled this 
“ Flame, what remains for you but 
" to — nay, hear me, liear me, MoU, ' 

1 “ for Dick is coming in, and I may 
j “ not let him hear, me urge you to 
“ the onlie Courie that can regayn , 
“ your Peace — Mr. Milton is Aill 
“ your Hufband ; cache of you havc^ 

* “ now Something to forgive; do 
I “ you be the firile ; nay, fcefcc his 
“ Forgivenedc, and you Aiail be 
“ happier than you have been yet." 

— But I was weeping without ' 
controule; and Dick coming in, > 
and with Dick the Dinner, I alktj 
to be c,\cufed, and foe foughte my 
I Chamber, 
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Chamber, to weep there without 
Reftraynt or Witneflc. , 

came up, as foone as Hie cou!*^^ ^ 

the Table, and told me 
eaten as little as I, and wo'tHdc not 
even preHe me to eat. 
careft me and comforted 
urged in -her owne tender 
that had beene fayd by Mr. > 

even protefting that if flic w'erc in 
•my Place, (lie woulde not back 
to Foj^eJl Hill) but flrraight tP London, , 
to entreat with Mr. Milfo!^ 

Mercy. But I told her I potild not 
do that, even had I the ]V*^c^tis for . 
the Journey ; for that iHY Heart 
was turned againfl; the Tv^n who . 
coulde, for the venial ^ ; 

young Wife, in abiding '^oo long j 
with her old Father, not p^Hie call | 
her off from his Love, but her 
up to the World’s Blame aP^ Scorn, j 
by- making their domeflic' Oupi'^l 

the 
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the Matter for a printed Attack, 
Rofe iayd, " I admit he is wrong, 
“ but indeed, indeed, Moll, you are 
“ wrong too, and you were wrong 
“ ■" and die fayd this ibe often, 
that at length we came to crollcr 
Words ; when Dick, calling to me | 
from below, would have me make ' 
halle, which I was glad to doc, and 
left Sheepfcote lels regrettfullic than 
I had expefted. Rfe kill me with 
her gravel! Face. Mr. A^new put 
me on my Horfe, and fayd, as he j 
gave me the Rein, "Now think !j 
" now think ! even yet 1" and then, ) 
as I filently rode off, " God blcfs 
“ you.” I 

I held down my Head ; but, at ‘ 
the Turn of the Road, lookt back, 
and faw him and Rofe watching us I 
from the Porch. Dick cried, " f , 

“ am righte glad we are off at lall, 

" for Rather is dotvnright crarie 
“.aboutc 
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“ aboute this Bufineflc, and miHruft- 


“ fulle of Agm'^evs Influence over 
)^ou,” — and would have gone on 
railing, but I bade himYor Pitic’s 
Sake be quiete. 

The Effedts of my ownc Follic, 
the Lofle of Home, Hufl-)and, Name, 
the Opinion of the jlgncwsy the 
Opinion of the Worlde, rofe up ; 
agaynfl: me, and almofl: drove me i 
mad. And, juft as I was thinking 1 
I had better lived out my Dayes and 
dyed earlie in Bride's Churchyarde 
than that alle this fliould have come 
about, the fuddain Recolledlion of 
what Rofe had that Morning tolde 
me, which foe manie other Thoughts 
had driven out of my Head, vi^^. 
that Mr. Milton had, in his Defire 
to pleafe me, while I was onlie bent 
on pleafing myfelf, been fecretly 
ftriving to make readie the Alderfgate 
Street Houfe agaynfl; my Return, — 

foe 
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foe overcame me, that I wept as I j 
rode along. Nay, at the Corner of, 
a branch Road, had a Mind to beg ^ 
Did to let me goe to London ; but i 
a glance at his dogged Countenance , 
fufficed to forefhow my Anfwer. j 
Half dead with Fatigue and Griefc | 
when I reached Home, the tender j 

i Embraces of my Father and Mother 
completed the Overthrowe of my ‘ 
Spiritts. I tooke to my Bed ; and | 
this is the firft Daye I have left it ; ' 

J nor will they let me fend for [ 

I nor even tell her I am ill. j 

t 

The new Year opens drearilie, on , 
Affairs both publick and private. ^ 
The Loaf parted at Breakfaft this ' 
Morning, which, as the Saying goes, , 
is a Sign of Separation ; but MofLr 
onlie fayd ’tw'.as becaufc it was badly 
kneaded, and chid Mnrgay. She 
hath bcene telling 'me, but now, 
hoW 
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how I mighte have Teaped all my . 
Troubles, and fccnc as much as I 
woulde of her and Faf/icr, and yet 
have contented Mr. Milton and bccnc 
counted a good Wife. Noe Advice 
1 foe ill to bear as that wldcli comes . 
too late. 

I am fick of this journalling, foe 1 
fliall onlie put downe the Date of ; 
Robm's leaving Home. Lord have 
Mercy on him, and keepe liim in 
Safetie. This is a fliorte Prayer ; 
therefore, eafier to be often re- 
peated. When he killed me, lie 
whifpered, Moll, pray for me.” 

Father does not feeme to mifs 
Rohm much, tho’ he dailie drinks 
his Health after that of the King. 
Perhaps he did not mifs me anie 
more when I was in London, though 
it was true and naturall enough he 

Ihould 



154 




Fib 1/ 


I Maiden & Married Life 

/lioiild like to lee me agayn. AVe 
fliould have beene iifed to our Sepa- 
ration by this Time; there would 
have beene nothing corroding in 
it 

I pray for Roim evcrie Night. 
Since he went, the Houfe has loll 
its Sunlhine. When I was foe 
anxious to return to Fariy? fft//, I 
I never counted on his leaving it. 

Oh Heaven, avhat would I give 
to lee the Skirts of Mr. Milton's 
Garments agayn ! My Heart is 
hck unto Death. I have been 
reading fome of my Jcurnall, and 
tearing out much childifli Nonfenfe 
at the Beginning; but coulde not 
deAroy the painfullc Records of the 
laA Year. How unhappy a Creature , 
am I ! — wearie, wcaric of my Lift, 
yet no Ways inclined for Death. 
Lord, have Mercy upon me. 
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I fpend much of my Time, now, 
in the Book-room, and, though I 
eflay not to purfue the Lnftfh I read 
much Englifi, at the leaft, more 
than ever I did in my Life before ; 
but often I fancy I am reading when 
I am onlie dreaming. Oxford is far 
too gay a Place for me now ever to 
goe neare it, but my Brothers arc 
much there, and Father in his Farm, 
and Mother in her Kitchen; and 
the Neighbours, when they call, 
look on me ftrangelie, fo that I 
have noe Love for them. How 
different is Rofe's holy, fecluded, yet 
cheerefulle Life at Sheepfeote !. She 
hath a Nurferie now, foe cannot 
come to me, and Father likes not 
I fhould goe to her. 

They fay their Majeftyes’ Parting 
at Abingdon was very forrowfulle 
and tender. The Lord fend them 

better 
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better Times! The Queen is to 
my Mind a moil charming Lady, 
and well worthy of his Majeily’s 
Affedlion; yet it feems to me amille, 
that thro’ lier Influence, laft Sum- 
mer, the Opportunitie of Pacifica- 
tion was loft. But flic was elated, 
and naturallie cnoughe, at her pcr- 
fonall Succefles from the Time of 
her landing. To me, there feems 
nothing foe good as Peace. I know, ( 
indeede, Mr. Milton holds that there 
may be fuch Things as a holy War 
and a curfed Peace. 

Father, having a Hoarfcncfs, hath , 
deputed me, of late, to rc,ad the. 
Morning and Evening Prayers. 1 
How beaulifulle is our Liturgic! 

•I grudge at the Puritans for having' 
aboliflied it; and though I felt notj 
its comprehenfive Fulincflc before j 
I married, nor indeed till now, yet , 
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I wearied to Death in Tjondon at 
the puritanicall Ordinances and 
Confcience-meetings and extempore . 
Prayers, wherein it was foe oft the i 
Speaker’s Care to (liow Men how ; 
godly he was. Nay, I think Mr. | 
Milton altogether wrong in the View i 
he takes of praying to God in other j 
Men’s Words ; for doth he not doe j 
foe, everie Time he followeth the 1 
Senfe of another Man’s extempore j 
Prayer, wherein he is more at his | 
Mercy and Caprice than when he 
hath a printed Form fet down, 
wherein he fees what is coming ? 

Walking in the Home-clofe this 
Morning, it occurred to me that 
Mr. Milto?i intended bringing me to 
Forefi Hill about this Time; and • 
that if I had abided patientlie with 
him through the Winter, we might 
now have beene both here happily 

together ; 
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together ; untroubled by that Sting | 
which nowpoifons everie Enjoyment 1 
of mine, and perhaps of his. Lord, 1 
be merciiul to me a Sinner. I 

Juft after writing the above, I 
was in the Garden, gathering a few 
Coronation Flowers and Sops-in- 
Wine, and thinking they trere of| 
deeper crimfon at Sheepfeote, and 
wondering what 'Rofe was juft then 
about, and whether had 1 becne 
born in her Place, I ftioulde have 
beene as goode and happy as ftic, — 
when Harry came up, looking fome- 
what grave. I fayd, “ What is 
“ the Matter?” He gave Anfwcr, 

“ Rofe hath loft her Child.” Oh I j 

that wc fliould live but a two / 

Hours’ Journey apart, and that (lie j 
coulde loft; a Child three Months f 
olde nvhom I had tteneer feene i \ 

I ran to Father, and neser left off! 

prat ing 
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praying him to let me goe to licr | 
till he confented. 

— What, and if I had begged as 
hard, at the firfte, to goe back to 
Mr. Milton ? might he not have 
confented then ? 

. . . Soe Harry took me ; and as 
1 we drew neare Sheepfeote, I was 
avifed to think how grave, how 
barely friendlie had heene our laft 
Parting ; and to ponder, would Rofe 
make me welcome now ? The 
Infant, Ha?Ty tolde me, had beene 
dead fome Dayes ; and, as we came 
in Sight of the little grey old Church, 
we faw a Knot of People coming 
out of the Churchyard, and gueffed 
the Baby had juft beene buried. 
Soe it proved — Mr. Agnew s Houfe- 
door ftood ajar ; and when we 
tapped foftlie and Cicely admitted 
us, we could fee him ftanding by 
Rofe, who was fitting on the Ground 

and 
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and crying as if Are would not be 
comforted. When /lie hcarde my 
Voice, /he /larted up, flung her 
j Arms about me, crying more bittcrlic 

1 than before, and I cried too; and 

j Mr. Agnno went Jiway with Harry. 

) 

1 

Then Rofe fayd to me, “ You muft 
“ not leave me agayn.” . . . 

j 

.... In the Cool of the Evening, 

i 

when Harry had left us, flie took 
me into the Churchyardc, and fcat- 
tered the little Grave with Flowers; 

1 1 

and then continued fitting befide it 
on the Graflc, quiete, but not coni- 
fortle/Te. I am avifed to tliink /lie 
prayed. Then Mr. Hgneip came 
forthe and fate on a flat Tombftonc 


hard by ; and without one Word of 
Introduflion took out his Pfaher, 


and commenced reading the Plalnn ' 
for that Evening’s Service; to ivlt. ' 
the 41ft, the 42d, the 43dc; inaj 
low folcmne Voice; and mctiionghle 

I J; 


! 
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I never in my Life hearde aniething 
to equall it in tlie Way of Confola- 
tion. Rofe's heavie Eyes graduallie 
lookt up from tlie Ground into her 
Hufband’s Face, and thence up to 
Heaven. After this, he read, or 
rather repeated, the Colledl at the 
end of the Buriall Service, putting 
this Expreffion, — “ As our Hope is, 
this our deare Infant doth.” Then 
he went on to fay in a foothing 
Tone, ‘‘There hath noe misfortune 
“ happened to us, but fuch as is 
“ common to the Lot of alle Men. 
“We are alle Sinners, even to the 
“ youngefl, fay reft, and feeminglie 
“ pureft among ‘ us ; and Death 
“ entered the World by Sin, and, 
“ conftituted as we are, we would 
“ not, even if we could, difpenfe 
“ with Death. For, where doth it 
“ convey us } From this burthen- 
“ fome, miferable World, into the 

“ generall 
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" generall AlTemblieof Chrijl’s Firll- 

1 

! 

( 

“ born, to be united with the Spiritts 
“ of the Juft made perfefl, to par- ' 


“ take of everie Enjoyment which 
I “ in this World is unconnefled teitli 
] " Sin, together with others that are 
“ unknowne and unfpeakable. And 
" there, we fliall agayn Iiave Us&r 
“ as well as Soules ; Eyes to fee, 
“ but not to flicd Tears; Voices to 
" fpeak and ling, not to utter La- 1 
“ mentations; Hands, to doc Gsifr] 
I “ Work ; Feet, and it may be, i 
I " Wings, to carry ns on his Errands. 

' “ Such will be the Blcdcdnefs of his j 
j “ glorified Saints ; even of thole ( 
“ who, having been Servants of 
Satan till the eleventh Hour, j 
“ laboured pcnitentlicand diligcntlic ■ 
“ for their heavenlie Maficr one 
“Hour before Sunfet ; hut as for 
" thofe who, dying in mere Infancic, 

“ never committed afluall Sin. they 
follow 
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“ follow the Lamb whitherfoever s 
“ he goeth ! ‘ Oh, think of this, j 

dear Rofe, and Sorrow not as thofe I 
‘‘ without Hope ; for be aflured, j 
‘‘ your Child hath more reall Reafon ' 
‘‘ to be grieved for you, than you 
for him' ” 

With this, and like Difcourfe, 
j that dillilled like the Dew, or the { 

, fmall Rain on the tender Grade, . 
j did Roger Ag7iew comfort his Wife, 

' untill the Moon had rifen. Like wife 
I he fpake to us of thofe who lay 
buried arounde, how one had died 
of a broken Heart, anotJier of fud- 
dain Joy, another had let Patience 
j have her perfect Work through 
j Years of lingering Difeafe. Then 
! we walked llowlie and compofedlie 
' Home, and ate our Supper peace- 
j fullie, Rofe not. refudng to eat, 

: though ihe took but little. 

! Since that Evening, fhe hath, I 

at 

1 
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at Mr. Agneno's With, gone much 
among the Poor, reading to one, 
working for another, cariying Food 
and Medicine to another; and ini 


this I have borne her Companic. 1 
I like it well. Methinks how 

1 

i 

pleafant and Icemlie arc the Duties j 
of a country Minifter’s Wife I a 


I God-fearing Woman, that is, who I 
confidereth the Poor and Needy,} 
‘ infleade of aiming to be frounced' 
and purfled like her richeft Neigh- 
bours. Mr. jigiino was reading to 
us, laft Night, of Bernard Gilpin — j 
he of whom the Lord Burleigh fayd, ' 

I “ Who can blame that Man fur null 
i “ accepting a Bifliopric?" How; 
charmed were we with the Deferip- ^ 
tion of the Simplicitic and llofpit.il-, 
itic of his Method of living at; 
Houghton ! — ^Thcre is anotiter Place , 
of nearlic the fame Name, in| 

‘ Buckinghamjhire — not Houghton, but , 

1 Horton, 
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jia-fon, • • • • where one Mr. 
Miifo?: rpeni five of the ben \ enn- 
of h'n 1 fife, —and where nniHnhn 
lj!<. Wife could b.avc ri';" -‘'rrr'r' 


will) him than in £ 
nr/£<-,^--P>ut it rrc:::- 
.ind to will.- 
Need tv> be, f 


■W 
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j®44. I “ we fhall be driven to the Wall 
“ alle our Lives, unlefs we have ! 
“ this viftoriotis Struggle with Cir-i 
" cumftances. I ieJdom allude, \ 
“ Coujin, to yours, which arc alnioflc 
“ too delicate for me to meddle 
“ with : and yet I hardlic feclc , 

I “ judiificd in letting foe many Op- 

I “ portunities efcapc. Do I offend i ‘ 
j “ or may I go on ? — Onlic think, , 

I " then, how voluntarilic you have^ 

I " placed yourfclf in your prcfent 
“uncomfortable Situation. Thci 
I I “ Tree cannot rcfift the graduall 

' “ Growth of the Mofs upon it ; 

I “ but you might, anic D.ay, anic’ 

" Hour, have freed yourfclf from 
“ the cquallic graduall Formation 
‘ “ of the Net that has cnclofed you 
“ at laft. You entered too h.i(lilic 
“ into your firflc — nay, let that 
“ pafs, — you gave too fliortc a 
“ Triall of your new Home before 
i " jou 
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vu\5 l*ct;unc dil^ullcd v.'ilh it. 
Adir.ii it io have bccnc (hill, even 
indH'.ritlilulie, were yoti ju/lilled 
in ftirfaliinr^ it at a Month's 
l*jui r Hut vonr 1 Iidhnnc! nave 

- O 

von Leave of Ahfence, tliounh 
eldavneil (ut fa-ll'e Pretences. — 
When yen j'eunci iliein toheialfe, 
llemhi von nui liave cleared your- 
hll tn hint (d knowledne of tlie 
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■‘44- “ fay you have been the Victim of 

“ Circumftances.” 

I made no Anfwer; onlie felt 
much moven, and very angric. I 
fayd, “ If 1 widicd to goe back, 
" Mr. Millon tvoulde not receive me 
“ now." 

“ Will you trj’ ? ” fayd Roger. ^ 
" Will you but let me try ? Will | 
" you let me write to him ?" 

' I had a Mind to fay " Yes ." — 
Inftcade, I anfwercd “ No.” 

“ Then there’s an End,” cried he 
fliarplic. “ Had you made but one 
“ fayre Triall, whether fuccefsftiUe 
“ or noe, I couldc have been fatisfieil ^ 

I “ — no, not fatisfied, but I woulde i 
' “ have cllcemed you, couldc have j 
" taken )'our I’art. As it is, the, 
“ lefs I fay jud now, perhaps, the ’ 
“ better. Forgo c me for basing 
I " fpoken at allc." , 

I Aftersvards, I licardc bins 

I’as 
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tumbled a Key with curious Wards 
—I knew it at once for one that 
belonged to a certayn Algum-wood 
Calket Mr. Milton had Recourlb to 
dailie, bccaufe he kept fmall Change 
in it ; and I knew not I had brought 
it away ! ’Twas worked in Gro- 
teique, the Ca/ket, by Benvenuto, 
for Clement the Seventh, who for 
fome Rcafon wouldc not have it; 
and foe it came fomchow to Cle~ 
mentilio, who gave it to Mr. Milton, 
Thought I, how uncomfortable the 
Lois of this Key mud have made 
him ( he mud have needed it a 
hundred Times I even if he hath 
bought a new Cafleet, I will for it 
he habituallic goes agayn and agavn 
to the old one, and llicn lie remem- 
bers that he lod the Key the fame 
Day that he lod his Wife. I 
hcartilic " wifli he had it back. J 
Ah, but he feels not the one Lod 
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>*«- almoft fay grufflie, — •' what am I to 
“ write?” 

“ To tell him I have this Key," 
I made Anfwer faltering. 

“ That Key !” cried he. 

" Yes, the Key of his Algum- 
" wood Cafkct, which I knew not 
" I had, and tvhich I think he muft 
" mifs dailic.” 

He lookt at me with the utmod 
Impatience. “ And is that alle ? " 
he fayd. I 

“ Yes, alle,” I fayd trembling. 

" And have you nothing more to 
‘ * “ tell him ?” ftyd he. 

" No — " after a Paufc, I rcplycd. 
Rofe's Countenance fell. 

" Then you mud aflt fomc one 
“ elfe to write for you, Mrs. Miltcn," 
burftc forthc Reger ylgnev, " unled 
“ you choofc to write for yourfclf. 

“ I have neither Part nor Lot in 
" it.” I 
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i6«. “ pofe an abrupt, trivial Communi- 

" cation about an old Key!” 

" It needed not to have been 
“ abrupt,” I layd, " nor yet trivial j 
“ for I meant it to have bccnc 
“ exprert kindlie." 

"You faid not that before,’’! 
anfwered he. 

Becaufe you gave me not Time. 

" — Becaufc you chid me and fright- 
" ened me.” 

He Aood filcnt, fome While, upon 
this ; grave, yet fofter, and mcchani- 
callie playing with the Key, which 
lie had taken from my Hand. Jif 
looking in his Face an.xiouflic. At 
lengthe, to diAurbe his Reverie, Aic 
playfullc tookc it from him, faying, 

' in School-girl Phrafe, 
j “ This is the Key of the 
“ Kingdom 1” 

“Of the" Kingdom of Heaven, 
“it mightc be I” exclaimed Reger, 

“ ifj 
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164+. X think foe,” he replyed. “ Firft for 
“ yourfelf, dear Mall, putting afide 
“ for a Time the Confideration of 
“your Youth, Beauty, FranknelTc, 
“ Mirthfullencfle, and a certayn girl- 
“ ifli Drollerie andMifchiefc thatarc 
“ all very well in fitting Time and 
" Place, — what remains in you for 
" a Mind like yohn Miltan's to repofe 
“ upon? whatStabilitie ? what Sym- 
“ pathie ? what fteadfaft Principle ? 
“ You take noe Pains to apprehend j 
“ and relilli his favourite Purfuits; 
“ you care not for his wounded 
“ Feelings, you confult not his In- 
“ terefis, anie more than your owne 1 
" Duty. Now, is fuch the Cha- j 
“ radler to make Milton happy ?" ! 

“ No one can anfwcr,, that but j 
i “ himfelf,” I replyed, dccplic mor- ; 
j tyfide. , 

I " Well, he Aar anfwcrcd it,” fayd I 
j Mr. ylgnra.’, taking up the Letter 
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" think foe,” he replyed. “ Firft for 
" yourfolf, dear Moll, putting afidc 
" for a Time the Confidcration of 
"your Youth, Beauty, Frankneni;, 
" Mirtiifullenefle, and a certayn girJ- 
" i(h DroUcric andMifchicfe tliatare 
" all very well in fitting Time and 
“ Place, — what remains in you for 
'■ a Mind like folin Mihon's to repofe 
•' upon? whatStabilitie ? what Sym- 
*' pathie ? what fteadfaft Principle ? 
You take noc Pains to apprehend 
and relifo his favourite Purfuits; 
<< you care not for his wounded 
" Feelings, you confult not his In- 
tercfls, anic more than your owne 
" Duty. Now, is fuch the Ciia- 
" railer to make Milton happy ?" 

“ No one can anfwcr, tliat hut 
" himfelf,” I replyed, dceplie mor- i 
j tyfide. , 

i “ Well, he /lai anfivered it," fayd i 
I Mr. Jlgnr,!!, taking up the Letter 
' he 
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he and Rofe had beene reading when 
I interrupted them . . . . ‘^You 
“ muft know, Coufn, that his and 
my clofe Friendfhip hath beene a 
good deal interrupted by this 
“ Matter. ’Twas under my Roof 
you met. Rofe had imparted to 
me much of her earlie Intereft 
‘‘ in you. I fancied you had good 
“ Difpofitions which, under maf- 
“ terlie Trayning, would ripen into 
“ noble Principles ; and therefore 
promoted your Marriage as far as 
‘‘ my Intereft with your Father had 
Weight. I own I was furprifed 
at his eafilie obtayned Confent. . . . 
“but, that you, once domefticated 
“ with fuch a Man as fohn Miltofi, 
“ ftioulde iind your Home unin- 
“ terefting, your Affedtions free to 
“ ftray back to your owne Family, 
“ was what I had never contem- 
“ plated.” 

Here 


A A 
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1644- 1 Here I tfiade a Show of taking 
the Letter, but he held it back. 

“ No, Molt, you dilappointcd us , 
“ everie Way. And, for a Time, 
“ Rofe and I were aniamcd,_/cr you ‘ 
" rather than of you, that we left 1 
“ noe Means ncgleftcd of tiying to 
I “ preferve your Place in your Iluf- 
j “ band’s Regard. But you did not 
' “ bear us out ; and then he beganne 
“ to take it amific that we tiphcld , 
“ you. Soc then, after fomc warm j 
“ and cool Words, our Correfpond- 1 
“ cnce languillicd ; and hath but j 
“ now beenc renewed.” i 

" He has written us a mod kind 
“ Condolence,” interrupted Rr/r, * 
“ on the Death of our Baby.” i 
“Yes, mod kindlic, mod nobly; 

' “ expred,” (ayd Mr. ylgne-w ; "but 
" what a Conclufion!” 

And then, after this long Pre- 
amble, he odered me the Letter, 
the; 
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the Beginning of which, tho’ doubt- 
leffe well enough, I marked not, 
being impatient to reach the latter 
Part; wherein I found myfelf fpoken 
of foe bitterlie, foe harfhlie, as that 
I too plainly faw Roger Agnew had 
not beene belide the Mark when he 
decided I could never make Mr. 
Milton happy. Payned and wounded 
Feeling made me lay afide the Letter 
without proffering another Word, 
and retreat without foe much as 
a Sigh or a Sob into mine own 
Chamber ; but noe longer could the 
Reftraynt be maintained. I fell to 
weeping foe paffionatelie that Rofe 
prayed to come in, and condoled 
with me, and advifed me, foe as that 
at length my Weeping bated, and I 
promifed to return below when I 
flioulde have bathed mine Eyes and 
fmoothed my Hair ; but I have not 
I gone down yet. 


I 


i8o 
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I think I fliall fend to Father to 
have me Home at the Beginning of 
next Week. Rofe ncedes me not, 
now ; and it cannot be plcafant to 
Mr. Agneasi to lee my lorrowful/c 
Face about the Houic. His Kc- 
proofe and my Hufband's together 
have riven my Heart; I think I 
I iliall never laugli ag.iyn, nor finile f 
j but after a piteous Sorte ; and foe I 
People will ceafe to love me, fori 
there is Nothing in me of a graver 
Kind to draw their AfTcflion; and' 

' foe I (liall lead a moping Life untoj 
the End of my Dayes. , 

j — Luckilie for me, /ij/? hath { 

much Sewing to doc ; for ihc hath i 
j undertaken with great Energic her • 

I Labours for the Poore, and con- 1 
j fequcntlie fpends Icfs Time in her 
1 Hufliand’s Studdy; and, as I help> 
her to the bed of iny Means, m\ 
Sewing Jiidcs my Lack of Talking. 

* and 

s 
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and Mr. Agncw reads to us lucli | 
Books as he deems entertayning ; | 
yet, half the Time, I hear not what ! 
he reads. Still, I did not decme fo i 
much Amufement could have becnc , 
found in Books ; and there are fome I 
of his, that, if not foe cumbrous, I 
woulde fain borrow. 

I have made up my Mind now, 
that I fliall never fee Mr. Milton 
more ; and am refolved to fubmitt 
to it "svithout another Tear. 

i^ofe fayd, this Morning, fine was 
glad to fee me more compofed ; 
and foe am I ; but never was more 
miferable. 

Mr. Agnew s religious Services at 
the End of the Week have alwaies 
more than ufuall Matter and Mean- 
inge in them. They are neither foe 
drowfy as thofe I have beene for 


manie 
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1644. I manie Years accuftomed to at Home, 
nor foe wearifomc as to remind 
I me of the Puritans. Were tlicrc 
.manie fuch as he in our Church, 

I foe faithful/e, fervent, and thought- « 
j fulle, methinks there would be fewer 
r Schifmaticks ; but ftill there woulde 
! be fonie, becaulb tlicre arc alwaics 
I fome that like to be the uppermod. 

^ .... To-nighte, Mr. AgnrJs 

' Prayers went Araight to my Heart ; 
and I privilic turned fundric of his 
generall Petitions into particular 
ones, for myfcif and Rciin, and alfo 
for Mr. Milton. This gave fuch ; 

I unwonted Relief, that fincei entered ' 

' into my Clofet, I have repeated the j 
j fame particiilarlic ; one Rcqiicfl 
' feeming to grow out of another, till 
I remained I know not how long ^ 
on my Knees, and will bend them 
yet agayn, ere I go to lied. 

I How fwcctlic the ,Moon (liinci, 

. tlirouith 
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through my Cafement to-night ! i 
I am almofte avifed to accede to | 
Requeft of flaying here to the j 
End of the Month : — everic Thing j 
here is foe peacefulle ; and Forc/l i 
Ht/I is dull, now Rodin is away. ; 

j 

How bleffed a Sabbath ! — Can it i 
be, that I thought, onlie two Days 
back, I flioulde never know Peace 
agayn ? Joy I may not, but Peace 
I can and doe. And yet nought 
hath amended the unfortunate Con- | 
dition of mine Affairs; but a different 
Colouring is cafle upon them — the 
Lord grant that it may lafl ! How 
hath it come foe, and how may it 
be preferved ? This Morn, when I 
awoke, ’twas with a Senfe of Relief 
fuch as we have when we mifs fome 
weai-ying bodilie. Payn ; a Feeling 
as though I had beene forgiven, yet 
not by Mr. Milfony for I knew he 

had 
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had not forgiven me. Then, it 
muft be, I was forgiven by God; 
and why ? I had done nothing to 
get his Forgivenefle, only prefumed 
on his Mercy to aik manie Things 
• I had noe Right to expedl. And 
yet I felt I mat forgiven. Why then 
mighte not Mr. Milton fome Day 
forgive me ? Should the Debt of 
.ten thoufand Talents be cancelled, 
and not the Debt of a hundred 
Pence ? Then I thought on that 
fame Word, Talents; and confidered, 
had I ten, or even one? Decided 
to confider it at leifure, more cio/eiie, 
and to makeover to Gadhcnceforthe, 
be they ten, or be it one. Then, 
drefled with much Compofurc, and 
went down to Breakfift. 

Having marked that VH. yignem 
and Rofe affedled not Companic on 
this Day, Ipent it chieflie bymyfcif, 
e.xcept at Church and Meal-times; 

partlic 
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partlie in my Chamber, partlie in 
the Garden Bowre by the Bee-hives. 
Made manie Refolutions, which, in 
Church, I converted into Prayers and 
Promifes. Hence, my holy Peace. 

Rofe propofed, this Morning, we 
flioulde refume our Studdies. Felt | 
loath to comply, but .did foe never- | 
theleffe, and afterwards we walked 
manie Miles, to vifit fome poor Folk. 
This Evening, Mr. Agneiv read us 
the Prologue to the Ca7tferbtay 
Tales. How lifelike are the Por- 
traitures ! I mind me that Mr. 
Milton fhewed me the Talbot Inn, 
that Day we croft the River with 
Mr. Marvell. 

How heartilie do I wifh I had 
never read that fame Letter! — or 
rather, that it had never beene 
written. Thus it is, even with our 

Wiflies. 
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Wifhes. We think ourfelves reafon- 
able in wifliing ibme fmall Thing 
were otherwife, which it were quite 
as impo/iible to alter as fome great 
Thing. Nevertheleffe I cannot help 
fretting over the Remembrance of 
that Part wherein he fpake fuch 
bitter Things of my “ moft un- 
" governed Paffion for Revellings 
" and Junketings.” Sure, he would 
not call my Life too merrie now, 
could he fee me lying wakefulle on 
my Bed, could he fee me preventing 
the Morning Watch, could he fee 
me at my Prayers, at my Books, at 
my Needle. . . . He lhall find he 
hath judged too hardlie of poor 
Moll, even yet. 

Took a cold Dinner in a Baikct 
with us to-day, and ate our rullicall 
Repail on the Skirt of a Wood, 
where we could iec the Squirrels at 
theire 
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theire Gambols. Mr. Jlgmw lay on ; 
the Graffe, and 'Rofe took out her i 
Knitting, whereat he laught, and 
fayd file was like the Dutch Women, 
that muA knit, whether mourning 
or feafting, and even on the Sabbath. 
Having laught her out of her Work, 
he drew forth Mr. Geo?'ge Herbert's | 
Poems, and read us a Strayn which l 
pleafed Dofe and me foe much, that 
I fliall copy it herein, to have always 
by me. 

lHcn.i) frejh, oh Lord ; hmv fiveet and 
clea?i 

Are thy 'Returns ! e'en as the Flowers 
in Spring, 

Lo which, befide theire ow7ie De~ 
mefjie, 

Lhe late pent Frojis tributes of P lea- 
fur e bring. 

Grief melts away like Snow in May, 
As if there were noe fuch cold Fhhig. 

Who 
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Who would have thought my Jhrivelkd 
Heart 

Woulde have recovered greennefs ? it 
was gone 

^lite Underground, as Flowers depart 

7fl fee their Mother-root, when they 
have bicmn. 

Where they together, alle the hard 
Weather, 

Dead to the World, keep Houfe atone. 


These arethy Wonders, Lord of Power! 
Killing and quickening, bringing down 
to Hell 

And up to Heaven, in an Hour, 
Making a Chiming of a pafing Bell. 

We fay amifs “ this or that is ; ” 

Thy Word is alle, if we could fpell. 

1 

1 

Ob that I once paft changing were! ! 
Fajl in thy Paradife, where no Flcaoers 
can wither ; 

Manii 
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Manic a Spring I fwot up fairc. 

Offering at Heaven, grooving and 
groaning thither. 

Nor doth my F/ower want a Sprmg 
Shower, 

My Sms and I joy 7iing together. 

.But while I g}'ow in a f might Lmc, 

Still upwards bent, as if Heave?! were 
?ny own, 

Thy Anger comes, and I decline . — 

What Frof to that ? What Foie is 
not the Zone 

Where alle Filings bum, when thou 
dof tw'n, 

A?id the leaf Frown of thine is fewn ? 

And now, in Age, I bud agayn. 

After foe manie Heaths, I bud and 
write, 

I once more fmell the Dew and Rain, 

And relifi Verfng ! Oh my onlie 
Light ! 


It 
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It cannot be that I am he 

On •whom thy Tempejls fell alk Night? 

I'hefe are thy If^onders, Lord of Love, 
Lo make us fee •we are hut Ploovers 
that glide. 

Which, •when -we once can feel and 
prove, 

‘Thou haft a Garden for us •where to 


bide. 

Who •would be more, ftwelling their 
Store, 

Forfeit their Paradife by theire Pride. 

Thursday. 

Father fent over Diggory with a 
Letter for me from dearc Robin; 
alfoe, to afk when I was minded to 
return Home, as Mother wants to 
goe to Sandford. Fixed tlie Week 
after next ; but Rtfe fays I muft be 


here agayn at the Apple-gathering. 
Anfwered Letter. lie look- 

eth not for Choyce of line Words; 


nor 
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nor noteth an Error here and there 
in the Spelling. 

Life flows away here in fuch un- 
marked Tranquilitie, that one hath 
Nothing whereof to write, or to 
remember what diftinguiflied one 
Day from another. I am fad, yet 
j not dulle ; methinks I have grown 
fome Yeares older finee I came here. 
I can fancy elder Women feeling 
much as I doe now. I have Nothing 
to’ defire. Nothing to hope, that is 
likelie to come to pafs — Nothing to 
regret, except 1 begin foe far back, 
that my whole Life hath neede, as 
’twere, to begin over agayn. . . . 

Mr.^^?zmtranflates to us Portions 
of Thua7ius his Hiftorie, and the 
Letters of 'Theodore Beza, concerning 
the French Reformed Church ; oft 
prolix, yet interefting, efpecially 
with Mr. AgnenFs Comments, and 

Allufions 
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A]]u/ions to our own Time, On 
the other Hand, Kofe reads Davila, 
the fworne Apologifte of Catherine 
de' Medicis, whole charming Italian 
even I can comprehende ; but alle 
is falfe and plaufible. How fad, 
that the wrong Partie ihoulde be 
vidtorious ! Soe it may befall in 
this Land ; though, indeede, 1 have 1 
hearde foe much bitter Rayling on 
bothe Sides, that I know not which 
is right. The Line of Demarcation 
is not foe diftindlly drawn, me- 
thinks, as ’hvas in France. Yet it 
cannot be right to take up Arms 
agaynil conftituted Authorities? — 
Yet, and if thofc fame Authorities 
abufe their Trull ? Nay, Women 
cannot underlland thefe Matters, 
and I thank Heaven they need not. 1 
OnIie,'they cannot help fiding with j 
thofe they love ; and fometimes 
thofc they love arc on oppofite Sides, j 
Mr, 1 
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Mr. Agncw layth, the fecular 
Arm flioulde never be employed in 
fpirituall Matters, and that the 
ilugenots committed a grave Miflake 
in choofing Princes and Admirals 
for tlieir Leaders, inlleade of hmple 
Preacliers with Bibles in their hands ; 
and he aflct, did Luther or Peter 
“ the Hermit moft manifeftlie labour 
with the Bleffing of GodV^ 

.... I have noted the Heads 
of Mr. Ag'tiews Readings, after a 
Fafliion of Pofe s, in order to have 
a fliorte, comprehenlive Account of 
the Whole ; and this hath abridged 
my journalling. It is the more 
profitable to me of the two, changes 
the fad Current of Thought, and, 
though an unaccuftomed Talk, I like 
it well. 

On Monday, I return to Foref 
Hill. I am well pleafed to have yet 

another 


c c 
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another S//eej^o/^ Sabbath. To-day 
we had the rare Event of a Dinner- 
gueft ; foe full of what the Rebels 
are doing, and alle the Horrors of 
Strife, that he teemed to us quiete 
Folks, like the Denizen of another 
World. 

Forg/? ff///, Augujl 3. 

Home agayn, and Mother hath 
gone on her long intended Vilitt to 
Uncle John, taking with her the 
two youngeft. 'Father much pre- 
occupide, by reafon of the Supplies 
needed for his Majelly’s Service; 
foe that, fweet Rohin being away, 

I find myfelfe lonely. 'Harry rides 
with me in the Evening, but the 
Mornings I have alle tomyfelf; and 
when I have fulfilled Mather's 
Behefts in the Kitchen and Still- 
room, I have nought but to read in 
our fomewhat leant Colleilion of 
Books, 
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Books, the mofte Part whereof are 
religious. And (not onjhat Account, 
but by reafon I have read the moil 
of them before), methinks I will 
write to borrow fome of Kofe ; for 
Change of Readinghath now become 
a Want. I am minded alfo, to feek 
out and minifter unto fome poore 
Folk after her Fafliion. Now that 
I am Queen of the Larder, there is 
manie a wholefome Scrap at my 
Difpofal, and there are likewife 
fundrie Phyfiques in my Mother’s 
Clofet, which flie addeth to Year 
by Year, and never wants, we are 
foe feldom ill. 

Dear Father fayd this Evening, 
as we came in from a Walk on the 
Terrace, ‘‘ My fweet Moll, you were 
ever the Light of the Houfe ; hut 
now, though you are more ftaid 
“ than of- former Time, I find you 

“ a 



196 


x644 


Same 

Night 


Maiden (S Married Life 


“ a better Companion than ever. 
“ This laft Vifitt to Sheepfcote hath 
“ evened your Spiritts." 

Poor Father! he knew not how 
I lay awake and wept lall Night, 
for one I ihall never fee agayn, nor 
how the Terrace Walk minded me 
of him. My Spiritts may feem even, 
and I exert mylelf to pleafe; but, 
within, all is dark Shade, or at heft, 
grey T wilight ; and my Spiritts are, 
in Fad, worfe here than they were 
at Sheepfcote, becaufe, here, I am 
continuallie thinking of one whofe 
Name is never uttered ; whereas, 
there, it, was mentioned n.tturallie 
and tenderlie, though fadly. . . . 

I will forthe to fee fome of the 
poor Folk. 

Relived to make the Circuit of 
the Cottages, but onlie reached the 
firft, wherein I found poor Ne!l in 
fucli 



of Mary Powell. | 

! 

fuch Grief of Body and Mind, that | 
I was avifed to wait with her a long ! 
Time. Aflet why flie had not fent ■ 
to us for Relief; was anfwered flie ! 
had thought of doing foe, but was ; 
feared of making too free. After a ' 
lengthened Vifitt, which feemed to 
relieve her Mind, and certaynlie 
relieved mine, I bade her Farewell, 
and at the Wicket met my Fathej- 
coming up with a playn-fivoured 
but fcholarlike looking reverend 
Man. He fayd, Mo//, I could not 
think what had become of you.” 

I anfwered, I hoped I had not kept 
him waiting for Dinner — poor Ne// 
had entertayned me longer than I 
wilht, with the Catalogue of her 
Troubles. The Stranger looking 
attentively at me, obferved that may 
be the poor Woman had enteVtayned 
an Angel unawares ; and added, 
“ Doubt not. Madam, we woulde 

‘‘ rather 
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“ rather await our Dinner than that 
“ you ihould have curtayied your 
“ MefTage of Charity.” Hithertoe, 
my Father had not named this 
Gentleman to me ; but now he fayd, 

“ Child, this is the Reverend-'Doftor 
“ 'Jeremy Taylor, Chaplain in Ordi- 
“ narie to his Majefty, and whom 
“ you know I have heard more than 
" once preach before the King lince 
" he abode in Oxford." Thereon 

I made a lowly Reverence, and we 
walked homewards together. At 
firll, he difcourled chiefly with my 
Father on the Troubles of the Times, 
and then he drew me into the Dia- 
logue, in the Courfe of which I let 
fall a Saying of Mr. Agnews, which 
drew from the reverend Gentleman 
a relpeftfulle Look I felt I no Way 
deferved. Soe then I had to* explain 
that the Saying was none of mine, 
and felt afliamed he flioulde fuppofe 
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me wifer than I was, efpcciallic as 
he commended my Modefty. But 
we progrefled well, and he foon had 
the Difeourfe all to himfelf, for 
Squire Paice came up, and detained 
Father f wAiilo. the Dodtor and I 
walked on. I could not help rc- 
fledting how odd it was, that I, 
whom Nature had endowed with 
fuch a very ordinarie Capacitie, and 
fcarce anie Tafle for Letters, flioulde 
continuallie be thrown into the 
Companie of the clevereft of Men, — 
firfl, Mr. Milton ; then Mr. Agnc'io ; 
and now, this Dodlor feremy Fay lor. 
But, like the other Uvo, he is not 
merely clever, he is Chriftian and 
good. How much I learnt in this 
ihort Interview 1 for lliort it feemed, 
though it muft have extended over a 
good half Hour. He fayd, “ Per- 
haps, young Lady, the Time may 
“ come when you fhall find fafer 

“ Solace 
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“ Solace in the Exercife of the 
“ Charities than of the AfTeftions. 

“ Safer ; for, not to confider.how a 
“ fuccefsfuile or unfiiccefifulle Paf- 
“ fion fora human Being of like In- ^ 
" Jirmities with ourfelves, oft llains . 
“ and darkens and fhortens the Cur- 
" rent of Life, even the chaftened 
" Love of a Mother for her Child, 

" as of OSlavia, who fwooned at “Lu', 

“ Marcellas, eris,’ — or of Wives for ■ 
" their Hufbands, as Artemfta and 
“ Laodamia, {ometimes amounting 
“ to Idolatry — nay, the Love of 
“ Friend for Friend, with alle 
" its fweet Influences and ani- 
“ mating Tranfports, yet exceed- 
“ ing the Realbnablenefs of that of 
“ David for ‘Jonathan, or of our 
“ blefled Lord for St, John and the 
“ Family of Lazarus, may procure 
“ far more Torment than Profit : 

“ even if the Attachment be reci- 
" procal, 
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1 

‘‘ procal, and well grounded, and ; 

equallie matcht, which often it j 
“ is not. Then interpofe human I 
Tempers, and Chills, and Ileatcs, ^ 
“ and Slyghtes fancied or intended, 
which make the vext Soul readie 
“ to wifli it had never exiiled. How 
“ fmalle a Thing is a human Heart ! 

“ you might grafp it in your little 
Hand ; and yet its Strifes and 
“ Agonies are enough to diftend a 
Skin that iliould cover the whole ! 

I 

‘'World! But, in the Charities,; 
“ what Peace! yea, they difliill Sweet- 1 
“ neffeeven from the Unthankfulle, 

“ bleffing him that gives more than 
“ him that receives ; while, in the 
“ Main, they are laid out at better 
“ Intereft than our warmeft Affec- 
“ tions, and bring in a far richer 
“ Harveft of Love and Gratitude. 
“ Yet, let our Affediions have their 
“ fitting Exercife too, fiaying our- 

“ felves 


D JD 



202 Maiden & Married Life 

1644. “ felves with the Refleiftion, that 

“ there is greater Happinefle, after 
“ alle Things fayd, in loving than 
“ in being loved, fave by the God of 
“ Love who firft loved us, and that 
“ they who dwell in Love dwell in 
“ Him." 

Then he went on to_ fpeak of 
I the manifold Ads and Divilions of 
Charity ; as much, methought, in 
the Vein of a Poet as a Preacher; 
and he minded me much of that 
Scene in the tenth Book of the 
Fairie ^eene, foe lately read to us 
by Mr. Agnesa, wherein the Red 
Crofs Knight and Vna tvere fliown 
Mercy at her Work. 


A Pack-horfe from Sheepfcote'yA 
reported, laden with a goodlic Store 
I of Books, belidcs fundrie fmallcr 
j Tokens of thoughtfulle Kind-j 

) nede. I have now mcthodicallie | 
j divided ) 
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divided my Time into ftated Hours, 
of Prayer, Exercife, Studdy, Houfe- 
wiferie, and Adis of Mercy, on 
' however a humble Scale ; and find j 
mine owne Peace of Mind thereby | 
increafed notwithflanding the Dark- | 
j neffe of piiblick and Dullncfl'e of i 
private Affairs. 

Made out the Meaning of ‘^Cyno- 
** fure ” and “ Cimmerian Dark- 
neffe.” .... 

Full fad am I to learn that Mr. 
Miltoji hath publiflied another Book 
in Advocacy of Divorce. Alas, 
why will he chafe again ft the Chain, 
and widen the cruel Divifion between 
us ? My Father is outrageous on 
the Matter, and fpeaks foe paftion- 
atelie of him, that it is Vv^orfe than 
not fpeaking of him at alle, which 


latelie I was avifed to complain 
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Dick beginneth to fancie himfeJf | 
in Love with Audrey Paice — an ■ 
Attachment that wiJl doe him noe 
good : his Taftes alreadie want 
raiiing, and /he wilJ onlie lower 
them, I feare, — a comely, romping, 
noi/ie Girl, that, were /lie but a 
Farmer’s Daughter, woulde be the 
Life and Soul of alle the Whitfiin- 
ales, Harveft-homes, and Hay- 
makings in the Country: in fhort, 
as fond of idling and merrymaking 
as I once was niyfelf : onlie I never 
was foe riotous. 

I beginne to fee Faults in 
and Harry I never faw before.* Is 
my Tafte bettering, or my Temper 
worfenning? At alle Events, we 
have noe crofs Words, for I expcdl 
them ' not to alter, knowing how 
hard it is to doe foe by myfcif. 

I look forward with Pleafurc to 
my Sheepfeote Vifitt. Dear Mother 
rcturnct/ij 
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returneth to-morrow. Good Dr. 
Taylor hath twice taken the Trouble 
I to walk over from Oxford to fee 
me, but he hath now left, and we 
may never meet agayn. His Vifitts 
have beene veiy precious to me : I 
think he hath fome Glimmering of 
my fad Cafe : indeed, who knows 
it not ? At parting he fayd, fmiling, 
he hoped he fliould yet hear of 
my making Olferings to Viriplaca 
on Mount Palatine ; then added, 
gravelie, ‘‘You know where reall 
“ Offerings may be made and alwaies 
“ accepted — Offerings of fpare Half- 
“ hours and Five-minutes, when 
“ we fhut the Clofet Door and 
“ commune with our own Hearts 
“ and are flill.” Alfoe he fayd, 
“ There are Sacrifices to 'make 
“ which fometimes wring our very 
“ Hearts to offer; but our gracious 
“ God accepts them nevertheleffe, 

“ if 
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1644. “ if our Feet be really in the right 

“ Path, even though, like Chryfeis, 
" we look back, weeping.” 

He fayd .... But how matiie 
Things as beautifulle and true did 
I hear my Hulband lay, which 
palTed by me like the idle Wind that 
I regarded not! 

Sejt 8 Harry hath juft broughte in the 
News of his Majefty’s Succefs in the 
Weft. Lord Bfex’s Army hath 
beene completely furrounded by the 
royal Troops; himfelf fordl to efcape 
in a Boat to •Plymouth, and all the 
Arms, Artillerie, Baggage, See., of 
Skippons Men have fallen into the 
Hands of the King. Father is foe 
pleafed that he hath mounted the 
Flag, and given double Allowance 
of Ale to his Men. 

I wearie to hear from 'Robin. 


Sheepfeote^ 
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Shccpfcofc, 051. lo. 

How fweete a Pidlure of rnrall 
Life did Shcepfeote prefent, when 
I arrived here this Afternoon ! 
The Water being now much out, 
the Face of the Coiintrie pre- 
fented a new Afpedl : there were 
Men thre filing the Walnut Trees, 
Children and Women putting the 
Nuts into Ofier Baflcets, a Bailiff 
on a white Horfe overlooking them, 
i and now and then galloping to 
another Party, and fplafliing through 
the Water. Then we found Mr. 
^gwfwequallie bufiewith his Apples, 
mounted half Way up one of the 
Trees, and throwing Cherry Pippins 
down into Rof^s Apron, and now 


and then making as though he 
would pelt her : onlie flie dared 


him, and woulde not be frightened. 
Her Donkey, chewing Apples in 

the 
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the Corner, with the Cider running 
out of his Mouth, prefented a ludi- 
crous Image of Enjoyment, and 
’fwas evidently enhanit by ' Giles’ 
brufhing his rough Coat with a 
Birch Befom, inftead of minding 
his owne Bufinefle of fweeping the 
Walk. The Sun, Ihining with 
mellow Light on the mown Grafs 
and frelh dipt Hornbeam Hedges, 
made even the commoneft Objefls 
diftinil and cheerfulle ; and the Air 
was foe clearc, we coulde hear the 
Village children afar •'off at theirc 
Play. 

Roje had abundance of delicious 
new Honey in the Comb, and Bread 
hot from the Oven, for our earlie 
Supper. Dick was tempted to ffay 
too late; however, he is oft as 
late, now, returning from Audrey 
Fake, though my Mother likes it 
not. 

Rcfe 
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Rofc is quite in good Spiritts now, 
and we goe on moft harmoniouflie 
and happilie. Alle our Taftes are 
now in common ; and I never more 
enjoyed this Union of Seclufion 
and Society. Befides, Mr. Agncw 
is more than commonlie kind, and 
never fpeaks fternlie or fliarplie to 
me now. Indeed, this Morning, 
looking thoughtfullie at me, he fayd, 
‘‘ I know not, Coufm, what Change 
‘‘ has come over you, but you are 

now alle that a wife Man coulde 
‘‘love and approve.’’ I fayd, .It 
muft be owing then to Dr. yere7ny 
Taylor^ who had done me more 
goode, it woulde feeme, in three 
LelTons, than he or Mr. Milton 
coulde imparte in thirty or three 
hundred. He fayd he was inclined 
to attribute it to a higher Source 
than that ; and yet, there was doubt- 
leffe a great Knack in teaching, and 

there 
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there was a good deal in liking the 
i Teacher. He had alwaies hearde 

1 the Dodlor Ipoken of as a good, 
pious, and clever Man, though 

J rather too high a Prelatift. I fayd, 

“ There were good Men of alle 
“ Sorts : there was Mr. Milton, who 

I “ woulde pull the Church down ; 
j “ there was Mr.^gnev], who woulde 

1 “ onlie have it mended ; and there 
“ was Dr. Jeremy Tnyhr, who was 
“content with it as it ftoode.” 
Then Rcfeafkt me of the puritanicall 
Preachers. Then I diowed her 
how they preached, and made her 
laugh. But Mr. jlgnew woulde not 
laugh. But I made him laugh at 
laft. Then he was angrie with 
himfelf and with me ; only not j 
very angry ; and fayd, 1 had a i 
Right to a Name which he knew | 
had beene given me, of “ cleaving ^ 

“ Mifchicf,” I knew not he knew j 

of. 



of Mary Powell. 

I of it, and was checked, though I 
' laught it off. 

' Walking together, this Morning, 

I Rofe was avifed to fay, “ Did Mr. 

I Mi/ton Qvei' tell you the Adventures 
! of the If alia}! Lady ?” “ Rely on 

“ it he never did,” fayd Mr. Agiicw, 
— Milton is as modefl; a Man as 
“ ever breathed — alle Men of firft 
clafs Genius are foe.” “ What 
was the Adventure ?” I aflct, curi- 
oullie. “ Why, I neede not tell 
“you, Moll, that 'Jolm Milton, as a 
“ Youth, was extremelie handfome, 
“ even beautifull. His Colour came 
“ and went foe like a Girl’s, that 
“ we of Clu’ijf s College ufed to call 
“ him ‘the Lady,’ and thereby annoy 
“ him noe little. One fummer 
“ Afternoone he and I and young 
King {hycidas, you know) had 
“ darted on a country Walk, (the 

“ Countrie 
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“ Countrie is not pretty, round 
“ Cambridge) when we met in with 
“ an Acquaintance whom Mr. Milton 
“ affeiSed not, toe he fayd he would 
“ walk on to the lirll riling Ground 
“ and wait us there. On this 
“ riling Ground Hood a Tree, be- 
neath which our impatient young 
“ Gentleman prefentlie caft him- 
“ felf, and, having walked fall, and 
“ the Weather being warm, loon 
" falls alleep as found as a Top. 

“ Meantime, King and I quit '.our 
“ Friend and faunter forward’pretq' 

“ eafilie. Anon comes up with us 
a Caroche, with fomcthing I know 
“not what of outlandilh in its Build ; 

“ and within it, two Ladies, one of 
“ them having the fayreft Face I 
“ ever fet Eyes on, prefent Com- 
“ p.inie duly excepted. The Ca- 
“ roche having palTed us, hTAgandl 
“ mutuallie exprels our Admiration, 

“ and 
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“ and thereupon, preferring Turf 
to Duft, got on the other Side 
tlie Hedge, which was not foe 
‘‘ thick but that we could make out 
the Caroche, and fee the Ladies 
‘‘ defcend from it, to walk up the 
Hill. Having reached the Tree, 
“ they paufed in Surprife at feeing 
“ M-ilton afleep beneath it ; and in 
prettie dumb Shew, which we 
watcht {liarplie, expreft their Ad- 
“ miration of his Appearance and 
‘‘ Pofture, which woulde have fuited 
‘‘ an Arcadian Well enough. The 
“ younger Lady, haftilie taking 
‘‘ out a Pencil and Paper, wrote 
fomething which Ihe laughinglie 
“ fhewed her Companion, and then 
‘‘ put into the Sleeper’s Hand. 
Thereupon, they got into their 
Caroche, and drove off. King 
“ and I, dying with Curiolitie to 
‘‘ know what fhe had writ, foon 

“ roufed 
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i 

“ roufed our Friend and pofleft 
“ ourfelves of the Secret. The 
“ Verfes ran thus. . . . 

Occ/ii, Stelle mortal!. 

Minifire de miei Mali, 

Se, chitift, m' uccidete, 

Aperti, che f arete ? 

“ Milton coloured, crumpled them 
“ up, and yet put them in his 
“ Pocket ; then alkt us what the 
“ Lady was like. And herein Jay 
“ the Pleafantry of the Affair ; for 
“ 1 truly told him '/he had a Pear- 
“ fliaped Face, luftrous black Eyes, 

“ and a Skin that flicwed ‘ il bnmo 
" il bel non toglie;' whereas. King, 

“ in his Mi/chief, drew a fancy 
“ Portrait, much liker you, MoH, 

“ than tlie Incognita, rvhicJi hit 
“ Milton’s Taftc foe much better, 

“ that he was believed forhis Payns; 

“ and then he declared that I had 
“ beetle 
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‘‘beene defcribing the Duenna! . . . 

“ Some Time after, when Milton 
beganne to talk of vifiting Italy, 
we bantered him, and fayd he was 
‘‘going to look for the Incognita. 
“He ftoode it well, and fayd, ‘Laugh i 
“ on ! do you think I mind you } 

“ Not a Bit.’ I think he did.” 

Juft at this Turn, Mr. Agncw 
{tumbled at fomething in the long 
Grafs. It proved to be an old, 
ruftie Horfe-piflol. His Counte- 
nance changed at once from gay to 
grave. “ I thought we had noe 
“ fuch Things hereabouts yet,” cried 
he, viewing it advance. — “ I fuppofe 
“ I mighte as well think I had found 
“ a Corner of the Land where there 
“ was noe originall Sin.” And foe, 
flung it over the Hedge. 

Firfl; clafs Geniufes are 

alwaies modeft, are they ? — Then 
I fhould fay that young Italian 

Lady’s 
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Lady’s Genius was not of the firft 
Clafs. 

■ Speaking, to-day, of Mr. Waller, 
whom I had once feen at Uncle 
yohn's, Mr. Agneao fayd he had 
obtayned the Reputation of being I 
one of our fmootheft Verfers, and 
thereupon brought forth one or two 
of his fmall Pieces in Manufeript, 
which he read to and me. 
They were nddreft to the Lady 
Dorothy Sydney; and certainlie for 
^ Cpecious Flatterie I doe not fnppofe 

' they can be matcht; but there is 

noe Imprefs of reall Feeling in them. 
How diverfe from my Hulband’s 
Verfing! He never writ anie mere 
Love-verfes, indeede, foe far as I 
know ; *but how much truer a Scnce 
he hath of what is reallic beauti- 
fulle and becoming in a Woman 
than Mr. Waller ! ,Thc Lady Alice 
Egertcn | 
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Egerfoji mighte have beene more 
juftlie proud of the fine Things 
written for her in Comus, than the 
Lady Dorothea of anie of the fine 
Things written ^her by this cour- 
tier-like Poet. For, to fay that Trees 
bend down in homage to a Woman 
when file walks under tliem, and 
that the healing W aters of Donbridge 
were placed there by Nature to 
compenfate for the fatal Pride of 
Sachanfa, is foe fullefome and un- 
true as noe Woman, not devoured by 
Conceite, coulde endure ; whereas, 
the Check that Villanie is fenfible 
of in the Prefence of Virtue, is, mofi: 
nobly, not extravagantlie, exprefi: 
by Comus. And though my Hulband 
be almoft too lavilh, even in his 
fiiort Pieces, of claflic Allufion and 
Perfo nation, yet, like antique Statues 
and Bufls well placed in fome fiiatelie 
Pleafaunce, they are alwaies appro- 
priate 
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priate and gracefulle, which is more 
than can be fayd of Mr. Waller's 
overftrayned Figures and Metaphors. 

Oct. 20. 

' 

News from Home : alie well. 
Audrey Paice on a Vifift there. I 
hope Mother hath not put her into 
my Chamber, but I know that flic 
hath fett fo manic Trays full of 
Spearmint, Peppermint, Camomiles, 
and Poppie-heads in the blue Cham- 
ber to dry, that flie will not care to 
move them, nor have the Window 
opened left they flioulde be blown 
afaoute. I wifti I had turned the 
Key on my ebony Cabinett. 

Oct. 

Richard and Audrey rode over 
here, and fpent a noific Aftcrnoonc. 
Rq/e had the Goofe drefled which I 
know she meant to have rcfervcd for 
to-morrow. Clover was in a Heat, 
which one would have thoughtc he 
needed 
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needed not to have beene, with cari*}’-- 
ing a Lady ; hut Audrey is heavie. 
She treats Tiick like a Boy ; and, 
indeede he is not much more ; but 
he is quite taken up with her. I 
find file lies in the blue Chamber, 
which file fays fmells rarelie of Herbs. 
They returned not till late, after fun- 
drie Hints from yix.Agnew. 

Alas, alas, Robm^s Silence is too 
forrowfullie explained ! He hath 
beene lent Home foe ill that he is ! 
like to die. This Report I have 
from Diggory, jufi: come over to 
fetch me, with whom I Hart, foe 
foone as his Horfe is bated. Lord, 
have Mercie on Robin. 

The Children are alle fent away 
to keep the Houfe quiete. 

At Robhis Bedfde. 

Oh, woefulle Sight! I had not 

known 
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known that pale Face, had X met it 
unawares. So thin and wan, — and 
he hath ihot up into a tall Stripling 
during the laft few Months. Thefe 
two Nights of Watching have tried 
me forelie, but I would not be 
witholden from fitting up with him 
yet agayn — what and if this Night 
ihould be his laft ? how coulde I for- 
give myfelf for lleeping on now and 
taking my Reft f The firft Night, 
he knew me not ; yet it was bittcr- 
fweet to hear him chiding at fwect 
Mot! for not coming. Yefternight 
he knew me for a While, killed me, 
and fell into an heavie Sleepe, with 
his Hand locked in mine. We 
hoped the Crifis was come; but 
’twas not Ibe. He raved much of 
a Man alle in red, riding hard after 
him. I minded me of thofe Words, 

“ The Enemy layd, I will overtake, | 

“ Iwill purfue,” — and,noeonc being j 
by,j 
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by, fave the unconfcious Sufferer, I 
kneeled down befide him, and mofl 
earneftlie prayed for his Deliver- 
ance from all fpirituall Adverfaries. 
When I lookt up, his Eyes, larger 
and darker than ever, were fixt on 
me with a flrange, wiftfulle Stare, 
but he fpake not. From that 
Moment he was quiete. 

The Doftor thought him rambling 
this Morning, though I knew he was 
not, when he fpake of an Angel in 
a long white Garment watching 
over him and kneeling by him in 
the Night. 

Poor Nell fitteth up with Mother f 
to-night — right thankfulle is ihe to ^ 
find that flie can be of anie Uie ; fhe 
fays it feems foe flrange that fhe | 
fliould be able to make any Return ! 
for my Kindneffe. I muft deep to- 
night, that I may v/atch to-morrow. 

The 
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The Servants are nigh ipent, and 
are beiides foolilhhe afmyd of Infec- 
tion. I hope prays for me. 

Soe drowfie and dalle am I, as fcarce 
to be able to pray for myfelf. 

llondaj. 

Uo/e and Mr. Agnpw come to abide 
with us for fome Days. How thank- 
fulle am I ! Tears have relieved me. 

Roiin worfe to-day. Father quite 
fubdued. Mr. Agneni will lit up 
to-night, and infills on my llecping. 

Crab howled under my Window 
yellernight as he did before my 
Wedding. I hope there is nothing 
in it. Harry got up and beat him, 
and at lall put him in the Stable. | 

Tuesday. 

After tvvo I'Jig’lus* Keil, 1 iccl 
quite Arengthened and reftored this 
Morning. Dcare Rofe read me to 
fleep in her low, gentle Voice, and 
then Jay down by my tjidc, twice ^ 
flepping 1 
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ftepping mX.oi'R.obin^ s Chamber during 
the Night, and bringing me News 
that all was well. Relieved in 
Mind, I flept heavilie nor woke till 
late. Then, returned to the lick , 
Chamber, and found Rofe bathing 
dear Robins Temples with Vinegar, 
and changing his Pillow — his thin 
Hand relied on Mr. Agnew, on 
whom he lookt with a compofed, 
colledled Gaze. Slowlie turned his 
Eyes on me, and faintlie fmiled, but 
fpake not. 

Poor dear Mother is ailing now. 
I fate with her and Rather fome 
I Time ; but it was a true Relief when 
Rofe took my Place and let me return 
to the lick Room. Rofe hath alreadie 
made feveral little Changes for the 
better; improved the Ventilation of 
Robins Chamber, and prevented his 
hearing foe manie Noifes. Alfoe, 
lliowed me how to make a pleafant 

cooling 
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cooling Drink, which he likes better 
than the warm Liquids, and which 
Ihe aflures me he may take with 
perfedl Safetie. 

Roiin vext, even to Tears, becaufe 
the Doftor forbids the ufe of his 
cooling Drink, though it hath cer- 
tainlie abated the Fever. At his 
Wi(h I llept down to intercede with 
the Dodtor, then clofetted with my 
Father, to difeourfe, as I fuppofed, 
of Robin's Symptoms. Infteadc of 
which, found them carneftlie en- 
gaged on the never-ending Topick 
of Cavaliers and Roundheads. I 
was chafed and cut to the Heart, 
yet what can poor Rather do ; he is 
ufelels in the Sick-room, he is wearie 
of Sulpenfe, and ’tis well if publick 
Affairs can divert him for an odd 
Half-hour. 

The Dodlor would not hear of 
Robin 
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Robm taking the cooling Beverage, 
and warned me that his Death 
woulde be upon my Head if I per- 
mitted him to be chilled : foe what 
could I doe ? Poor Robin very im- 
patient in confequence ; and raving 
towards Midnight. Rofe infilled in 
taking the lafl Half of my Watch. 

I know not that I was ever more 
forelie exercifed than during the 
firfi: Half of this Night. Robin, in 
his crazie Fit, would leave his Bed, 
and was foe Urong as nearlie to 
mailer Nell and me, and I feared I 
mull have called Richard. The 
next Minute he fell back as weak 
as a Child : we covered him up 
warm, and he was overtaken either 
with Stupor or Sleep. Earnelllie 
did I pray it might be the latter, 
and conduce to his healing. After- 
wards, there being writing Imple- 
ments at Hand, I wrote a Letter 

to 
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to Mr. Milton, which, though the 
Fancy of fending it foon died away, 
yet eafed my Mind. When not in 


Prayer, I often find myfelf filently 
talking to him. 

Wednesday. 

Waking late after my fcantNight’s 
Reft, I found my Breakfafte neatlie 
layd out in the little Antechamber, 
to prevent the Fatigue of going 
down Stairs. A Handftille of All- 


tumn Flowers befide my Plate, left 
me in noe Doubt it was Ro/e's 


doing ; and Mr. Agttew writing at 
the Window, told me he had per- 


fuaded my Father to goc to Shotover 
with Dick, Then laying afidc hisj 
Pen, ftept into tlie Sick-chamber [ 
for the lateft News, which wasj 


good : and, fitting next me, talked j 
of the Progrefs of Robin^s Illncfle in 
a grave yet liopcfullc Manner ; 
leading, as he chieflie does, to high 


and 
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and unearthlie Sources of Confola- 
tion. He advifed me to take a Turn 
in the frelh Ayr, though but as far 
as the two Junipers, before I entered 
Robhis Chamber, which, fomewhat 
reludtantlie, P did; but the bright 
Daylight and warm Sun had no 
good Effedt on my Spiritts ; on the 
Contrarie, nothing in blythe Nature 
feeming in unifon with my Sadnelfe, 
Tears flowed without relieving me. 

What a folemne, pompous 

Prigge is this Dodtor ! He cries 
'' humph ! ” and aye ! ” and bites 
his Nails and fcrews his Lips 
together, but I don’t believe he 
underftands foe much of Phyflck, 
after alle, as Mr. Agnew. 

Father came Home fulle of the 
Rebels’ Doings, but as for me, I 
flioulde hear them thundering at our 
Gate with Apathie, except insofar 
as I feared their diftrefling Robin. 

Audrey 
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Audrey rode over with her Father, 
this Morn, to make Enquiries. She 
might have come fooner had (he 
meant to be anie real) Uie to a 
Family flie has thought of entering. 
Had Rofe come to our Help as late 
in the Day, we had been poorlie 
off. 

May Heaven in its Mercy fave us 
from the evil Confequence of this 
new Mifchance! — Richard, jealous 
at being allowed fo little Share in | 
nur/ing Robin, whom he layd he 
loved as well as anie did, would fit 
I up with him laft Night, along with 
I Mother. T wicc I heard him fnoring, 
and llept in to prevail on him to 
I change Places, but couldc not get 
him to (lir. A third Time he fell 
afleep, and, it fcems. Mother (lepl 
' too ; and Robin, in his Fever, got 
I out of Bed and drank near a Qlh^tt 

of 
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of colde Water, waking Dick by 
fetting down the Pitcher. Of courfe 
the Buftle foon reached my liftening 
Ears. Dick, to do him Juliice, was 
frightened enough, and ftole away 
to his Bed without a Word of De- 
fence ; but poor Mother, who had 
been equallie off her Watch, made 
more Noife about it than was good ' 
for 'Robin; who, nevertheleffe, we 
having warmlie covered up, burft 
into a profufe Heat, and fell into a 
found Sleep, which hath now holden 
him manie Hours. Mr. Agnew au- 
gureth favourablie of his waking, 
but we await it in prayerfulle 
Anxietie. 

The Crifis is paft ! and the 

Dodtor fayeth he alle along expected 
it laft Night, which I cannot believe, 
but Rather and Mother At alle 
Events, praifed be Heaven, there is 
now hope that deare Robin may 
I recover. 
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recover. and I have mingled 

Tears, Smiles, and Thanksgivings; 
Mr. Agnev) hath exprelTed Gratitude 
after a more colledled Manner, and 
endeavoured to check the fome- 
what ill-governed Expreffion of Joy 
throughout the Houfe ; warning 
the Servants, but efpeciallie Dick 
and Harry, that Jinbin may yet have 
a Relapfe. 

I With what Tranlport have I fat 
befide dear Robin's Bed, returning 
I his fixed, earned, thankfulle Gave, 
and anfwering the feeble Prefitirc of 
his Hand ! — Going into the Studdy 
jud now, I found Father crj’inglikc 
a Child — the fird Time I have 
I known him give Way to Tears 
\ during Robins Ilnefle. Mr. Agnex 
I prefentlie came in, and coinpofcd 
him better than I collide. 

{ Robin better, though dill vciy 
I weak. 
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weak. Had his Bed made, and 
took a few Spoonfuls of Broth. 

A very different Sabbath from the 
lafl. Though Robin s Conflitution 
hath received a Shock it may never 
recover, his comparative Amend- 
ment fills us with Thankfulneffe ; 
and our chaftened Sufpenfe hath a 
fweet Solemnitie and Truftfulleneffe 
in it, which pafs Underftanding. 

Mr. Agnew conduced our Devo- 
tions. This Morning, I found him 
praying with Rohm — I queftion if it 
were for the firfl Time. Robin look- 
ing on him with Eyes of fuch fedate 
Affedtion ! 

Rohm ftill progrefling. Dear Rofe 
and yii'. Agnew leave us to-morrow, 
but they will foon come agayn. 
Oh faithful Friends ! 

vC- 

Can 
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Can Aniething equall the def- 
perate Ingratitude of the human 
Heart? Teftifie of it, Journal!, 
agaynft me. Here did I, throughout 
the inceflant Cares and Anxieties of 
Robin’s Sicknelle, find, or make 
Time, for almofte dailie Record 
of my T rouble ; fince which, whole 
Months have paffed without foe 
much as a fcrawled Ejaculation of 
Thankfullenefle that the Sick hath 
beene made whole. 

Yet, not that that Thankfullcneirc 
hath beene unfelt, nor, though Un- 
written, unexprefl. Nay, O Lord, 
deeplie, deeplie have I thanked thcc 
for thy tender Mercies. And he 
healed foe Howlie, that Suipen/e, j 
as ’twere, wore itfelf out, and gave 
Place to a dull, mournful Perfuafion 
that an Hydropfia would wafle him 
away, though more ilowlie, yet noe 
Icfs furelic than the Fever. 

Soe 
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Soe Weeks lengthened into 
Months, I mighte well fay Years, 
they feemed foe long ! and ftille he 
feemed to neede more Care and 
Tendernefle; till, juft as he and I 
had learnt to fay, “Thy Will, O 
“ Lord, be done,” he began to gain 
Flefti, his craving Appetite mode- 
rated, yet his Food nouriftied him, 
and by God's Blefling he recovered ! 

During that heavie Seafon of Pro- 
bation, our Hearts were unlocked, 
and we fpake oft to one another of 
Things in Heaven and Things in 
Earth. Afterwards, our mutuall 
Referves returned, and 'Robin, me- 
thinks, became ftiyer than before, 
but there can never ceafe to be a 
dearer Bond between us. Now 
we are apart, I aim to keep him 
mindfiille of the high and holie 
Refolutions he formed in his Sick- 
neffe ; and though he never anfwers 

thefe 
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thele Portions of my Letters, I am 
avifed to think he finds them not 
difpleafing. 

Now that Oyford is like to be 
befieged, my Life is more confined 
than ever; yet I cannot, and will 
not leave Father and Mather, even 
for the Agnews, while they are foe 
much harafled. This Morning, 
my Father hath received a Letter 
from Sir Thomas Glemham, requiring 
a larger Quantitie of winnowed 
Wheat, than, with alle his Loyaltic, 
he likes to fend. 

I 

I Ralph Hewlett hath juft looked 
in to fay, his Father and Mother 1 
have in Safetie reached Loadaa , ! 
where he will Ihortlie joyn them, 
and to alk, is there anie Service he 
can doe me? Ay, truly; one that 
I dare not name — he can bring me | 
Word of Mr. Milton, of his Health, } 
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of his Looks, of his Speech, and 
whether 

Ralph lhall be noe Meffenger of 
mine. 

Talking of Money Matters this 
Morning, Mother' fayd Something 
that brought Tears into mine Eyes. 
She obferved, that though my Huf- 
band had never beene a Favourite of 
hers, there was one Thing wherein 
fhe mud; fay he had behaved gene- 
roully : he had never, to this Day, 
afkt Father for the 500/. which had 
brought him, in the firft Inftance, 
to Forefi Mill, (he having promifed 
old Mr. Milto?i to try to get the 
Debt paid,) and the which, on his 
ailcing for my Hand, Father tolde 
him flioulde be made over fooner or 
later, in lieu of Dower. 

1 Did Rofe know the Bitter-fweet 
file was imparting to me, when flie 

gave 
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gave me, by Stealth as ’twere, the 
latelie publifht Volume of my Huf- 
band’s Engliji} Verfing.? It hath 
beene my Companion ever lince; 
for I had peniled the Comas but by 
Snatches, under the Difadvantage 
of crabbed Manufcript. This Mor- 
ning, to'ufehis ownedeare Words: — 

I fat me down to watch, upon a Bank, 
With Ivy canopied, and interwove 
With flaunting Honeyfuckle, and he~ 
ganne. 

Wrapt in apleafmg Fit of Melancholic, 
“To meditate. 

The Text of my Meditation was 
this, drawne from the fame loved 
Source : — 


This I hold frm; 

Virtue may be affayled, but never hurt, 
Surprifed by unjufl Force, but not en- 
thralled; 

Tea, 
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Tea, even that which Mif chief meant 
mofl Harm, 

Shall, in the happy Trial, prove mofi 
Glory. 

But who hath fuch Virtue ? have 
I ? hath he ? No, we have both 
gone aftray, and done amifs, and 
wrought linfullie ; but I word:, I 
fird:, therefore more neede that I 
humble myfelf, and pray for both. 

There is one, more unhappie, 
perhaps, than either. The King, 
mod: misfortunate Gentleman ! who 
knoweth not which Way to turn, 
nor whom to trud:. Lad: Time I 
faw him, methought never was there 
a Face foe full of Woe. 

The King hath efcaped ! He 
gave Orders overnight at alle the 
Gates, for three Perfons to pade ; 
and, accompanied onlie by Mr. Afi- 

burnham. 
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burnham, and Mr. Hurd, rode forthe 
at Nightfalle, towzs&sLandon. Sure, 
he will not throw himfelfe into the 
Hands of Parliament.? 


Mother is affrighted beyond Mea- 
fure at the near Neighbourhood of 
Fairfax's Army, and entreats Father 
to leave alle behind, and flee with 
us into the City. It may yet be 
done ; and we alle fliare her Feares. 

Sntlirdiy 

Hven. 

Packing up in greate hafle, after 
a confufed Family Council, wherein 
fome frefli Accounts of the Rebels' 



Advances, broughtc in by Di^garyt 
made my Father the fooner confent 


I to a ftolen Flight into Oxford, Dig- 
gory being left behind in Charge. 
Time of Flight, to-morrow after 
Dark, the Puritans being biifie at 
theire Sermons. The better the 
j Day, the better the Deede. — Heaven 
I make it foe ! 

Oxford ; j 
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Oxford; in moft confined andun- 
pleafant Lodgings ; but noe Matter, 
manie better and richer than our- 
felves fare worfe, and our King hath 
not where to lay his Head. "Tis fayd 
he hath turned his Courfe towards 
Scotland. There are Souldiers in 
this Houfe, whofe Noife diftradts 
us. Alfoe, a poor Widow Lady, 
whofe Hufband Jhath beene flayn in 
thefe Wars, The Children have 
taken a feverifh Complaynt, and 
require incefiant tending. Theire 
Beds are far from cleane, in too little 
Space, and ill aired. 

The Widow Lady goes about 
vifiting the Sick, and would faine 
have my Companie. The Streets 
have difpleafed me, being foe fulle 
of Men ; however, in a clofe Hoode 
I have accompanied her fundrie 
Times. ’Tis a good Soul, and 

full 
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full of pious Works and Alms- 
deedes. 

Diggory hath found his Way to 
usj alle difmaied, and bringing Dif- 
may with him, for the Rebels have 
taken antf ranfocked our Houft, and 
turned him forthe. “ A Plague on 
“jthefe Wars!” as Father fays. 
What are we to doe, or how 
live, defpoyled of alle? Father 
hath loft, one Way and another, 
lince the Civil W.ir broke out, 
three tlioufand Pounds, and is now 
nearlie beggared. Mother weeps 
bitterlic, and Father’s Countenance 
hath fallen more than ever I faW 
it before. “ Nine Children !” he 
exclaimed, juft now \ " and onlic 
“ one provided for! ” His Eye fell 
upon me for a Moment, with left 
Tcnderneflc than ufiiall, as thought 
he wiflied me in Aiderfgate Street- j 
I’m 
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I’m fure I wifli I were there, — 
not becaufe Father is in Misfortune; 
oh, no. 

The Parliament requireth our un- 
fortunate King to ilTue Orders to 
this and alle his other Garrifons, 
commanding theire Surrender; and 
Father, .finding this is likelie to take 
Place forthwith, is bufied in having 
himfelf comprifed within the Articles 
of Surrender. ’Twill be hard in- 
deede, fhoulde this be denied. His 
Efiiate lying in the King’s Carters, 
how coulde he doe lefs than adhere 
to his Majefty’s Partie during this 
unnaturall War ? I am fure Mother 
grudged the Royalifts everie Goofe 
and Turkey they had from our Yard. 

Praifed be Heaven, deare Father 
hath juft received Sir Thomas Fair- 
fax’s Protection, empowering him 

quietlie 
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quietlie and without let to goe 
forthe “ with Servants, Horfes, 
“ Arms, Goods, etc.” to “ London 
“ or ellewhere,” whitherfoever he 
will. And though the Proteftion 
extends but over fix Months, at the 
Expiry of which Time, Father muft 
take Meafiires to embark for fome 
Place of Refuge beyond Seas, yet 
who knows what may turn up in 
thofe fix Months ! The King may 
enjoy his Owne agayn. Meantime, 
we immediatelie leave Oxfords 

Foreji Hill- 

■" At Home agayn ; and what a 
Home ! Evcriething to feeke, everie- 
thing milplaced, broken, abuftd, or 
gone altogether ! The Gate off its 
Hinges ; the Stone Balls of the 
Pillars overthrowne, the great Bell 
ftolen, the dipt Junipers grubbed 
up, the Sun-diall broken! Not a I 
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Hen or Chicken, Duck or Duckling, 
left ! Crab half-fiarved, and foe glad 
to fee us, that he dragged his Kennel 
after him. Daify and Blanch making 
fuch piteous Moans at the Paddock 
Gate, that I coulde not bear it, but 
helped Lettice to milk them. Within 
Doors, everie Room fmelling of Beer 
and Tobacco ; Cupboards broken 
open, etc. On my Chamber Floor, 
a greafy fteeple - crowned Hat ! 
Threw it forthe from the Window 
with a Pair of Tongs. 

Mother goes' about the Houfe 
weeping. Father fits in his broken 
Arm-chair, the Pidture of Difconfo- 
latenefs. I fee the Agnews, true 
Friends! riding hither; and with 
them a Third, who, methinks, is 
Bofes Brother Ralph. 

London. St. Martinis le Grand. 

Trembling, weeping, hopefulle, 

difmaied, 
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difmaied, here I fit in mine Uncle’s 
hired Houle, alone in a Crowd, 
feared at mine owne Precipitation, 
readie to wilh myfelfe back, unable 
to refolve, to refledl, to pray . . . . ‘ 

Alle is filent ; even in the latelie 
bufie Streets, Why art thou call 
down, my Heart ? why art thou dif- 
quieted within me > Hope thou 
ftille in the Lord, for he is the Joy 
and Light of thy Countenance. 
Thou haft beene long of learning 
him to be fuch. Oh, forget not 
thy Lellbn now! Thy beft Friend 
hath faniftioned, nay, counfelled this 
Step, and overcome alle Obftacles, 
and provided the Means of this 
Journey; and to-morrow at Noone, 
if Events prove not crofs, I fttah 
have Speech of him whom my Soul 
loveth. To-night, let me watch, 
faft, and pray. 

How 
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How awfulle it is to beholde a 
Man weepe ! mine owne T ears, when 

I think thereon, well forthe 

Rofe was a true Friend when £he 
fayd, Our prompt Affedtions are oft 
“ our wife Counfellors.” Soe, ihe 
fuggefled and advifed alle ; wrung 
forthe my Father’s Confent, and fett 
me on my Way, even putting Money 
in my Purfe. Well for me, had 
Ihe beene at my Journey’s End as 
well as its Beginning. 

’Stead of which, here was onlie 
mine Aunt ; a flow, timid, uncertayn 
Soule, who proved but a broken 
Reed to lean upon. 

Soe, alle I woulde have done 
arighte went croffe, the Letter 
never delivered, the MeflTage delayed 


I 

I 


till he had left Home, foe that me- 
thought I fhoulde goe crazie. 


While the Boy, fliammering in 
his lame Excufes, bore my chafed 

Reproaches 
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Reproaches the more humblie be- 
caufe he few he had done me feme 
grievous Hurt, though he knew 
not what, a Voice in the adjacent 
Chamber in Alternation with mine 
Uncle’s, drove the Blood of a suddain 
from mine Heart, and then fent it 
back with impetuous Rulh, for I 
knew the Accents right well. 

Enters mine Aunt, alle flurried, 
and hulhing her Voice. “ Oh, 

" Niece, he whom you wot of is 
“ here, but knoweth not you are at 
“ Hand, nor in London. Shall I tell 
“ him 

But I gafped, and held her back 
by her Skirts ; then, with a fuddain 
fecret Prayer, or Cry, or maybe, 
Wifli, as ’twere, darted up unto 
Heaven for Afliftance, I took noe 
Thought what I flioulde tjieak when 
confronted with him, but opening 
the Door between us, he then 
ftanding 
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ftanding with his Back towards it, 
ruihed forth and to his Feet — there 
fank, in a Gufh of Tears; for not 
one Word coulde I proffer, nor foe 
much as look up. 

A quick Hand was laid on my 
Head, on my Shoulder — as quicklie 

removed and I was aware pf 

the Door being hurriedlie opened 
and fhut, and a Man hafting forthe; 
but ’twas onlie mine Uncle. Mean- 
time, my Hufband, who had at firft 
uttered a fuddain Cry or Exclama- 
tion, had now left me, funk on the 
Ground as I was, and retired a Space, 
I know not whither, but methinks 
he walked haftilie to and fro. Thus I 
remained, agonized in Tears, upable 
to recal one' Word of the humble 
Appeal I had pondered on my Jour- 
ney, or to have fpoken it, though I 
had known everie Syllable by Rote; 
yet not wifhing myfelf, even in that 

Sufpenfe, 
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Sufpenfe, Shame, and Anguifli, elfe- 
where than where I was caft, at mine 
Huiband’s Feet. 

Or ever I was aware, he had come 
up, and canght me to his Breaft: 
then, holding me back foe as to look 
me in the Face, ftyd, in Accents I 
lhall never forget, 

“ Much I coulde fay to reproach, 
“but will not! Henceforth, let us 
“ onlie recall this darke Paffage 
“ of our deeplie finfolle Lives, to 
“ quicken us to God’s Mercy in 
“ affording us this Re-union. Let 
" it deepen our Penitence, enhance 
“ our Gratitude.” 

Then, fuddainlie covering up his 
Face with his Hands, he gave two 
or three Sobs; and for fome few 
Minutes coulde not refrayn himfelf; 
but, when at length he uncovered 
his Eyes and looked down on me 
with Goodneffand Swectneffe, ’twas 
like 
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like the Sun’s cleare fhining after 
Raine 

Shall I now deftroy the difgrace- 
fulle Records of this blotted Book ? 

I think not ; for ’twill quicken me 
perhaps, as my Hulband fayth, to 
“ deeper Penitence and ftronger 
Gratitude,” fhoulde I henceforthe 
be in Danger of fettling on the Lees, 
and forgetting the deepe Waters 
which had nearlie clofed over mine 
Head. At prefent, I am foe joyfulle, 
foe light of Heart under the Senfe 
of Forgivenelfe, that it feemeth as 
though Sorrow coulde lay hold of 
me noe more ; and yet we are ftill, 
as ’twere, difunited for awhile ; for 
my Hulband is agayn fhifting Houfe, 
and preparing to move his increafed 
Eftablifhment into Barbican^ where 
he hath taken a goodly Manfion; 
and, until it is ready, I am to abide 

here. 
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here. I might pleafantlie cavill at 
this ; but, in Truth, will cavill at 
Nothing now. 

I am, by this, full perfuaded that 
Tale concerning Miis Davies 
was a fal/e Lie; though, at the Time, 
fuppofing it to have fome Colour, 
it inflamed my Jealoufle noe little. 
The crofs Spight of that Youth led, 
under his Sifter's Management, to 
an Iflue his Malice never forecaft; 
and now, though I might come at 
the Truth for Inquiry, I will not 
foe much as even foil my Mind 
with thinking of it agayn ; for 
there is that Truth in mine Hus- 
band’s Eyes, which woulde filence 
the Slanders of a hundred Liars. 
Chafed, irritated, he has beene, 
foe as to excite the farcaftic Con- 
ftrudtions of thofe who wiih him 
evill ; but his Soul, and his Heart, 
and his Mind require a Flights 
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beyond Ralph's Witt to compre- 
hende ; and I know and feel that 
they are tiiine. 

He hath juft led in the two 
Phillips's to me, and left us together. 
yack lookt at me alkance, and held 
aloof ; but deare little Ned threw 
his Arms about me and wept, and j 
I did weep too ; feeing the which, 

I yack advanced, gave me his Hand, 
and finally his Lips, then lookt as 
much as to fay, “Now, Alle’s right.” 
They are grown, and are more 
comely than heretofore, which, in 
fome Meafure, is owing to theire 
Hair being noe longer cut ftrait and 
fliort after the Puritanicall Faftiion 
I foe hate, but curled like their 
Uncle’s. 

I have writ, not the Particulars, 
but the Iftue of my Journey, unto 
Rofe, whofe loving Heart, I know, 
yearns for Tidings. Alfoe, more 

brieflie 
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brieflle unto my Mother, who loveth 
not Mr. Milton. 

Barbican. 

In the Night-feafon, we take noe 
Reft ; we fearch out our Hearts, 
and commune with our Spjritts, and I 
checque our Souls’ Accounts, before 
we dare court our Sleep ; but in the 
Day of Happinefle we cutfhorte our 
I Reckonings ; and here am I, a joy- 
I fulle Wife, too proud and buiie 
amid my dailie Cares to have Leifure 
for more than a brief Note in my 
Diarium, as Ned woulde call it. 
’Tis a large Houfe, with more 
Rooms than we can fill, even with 
the Phillips' semi their Scholar-mates, ■ 
olde Mr. Milton, and my Hulband’s 
Books to boot. I feel Pleafure in 
being houfewifelie ; and reape the 
Benefit of alle that I learnt of this 
Sorte at Sheepfcote. Mine Hufband's 
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•Eyes follow me with Delight ; and 
once with a perplexed yet pleafed 
Smile, he fayd tome, ‘‘ Sweet Wife, 
thou art ftrangelie altered ; it 
“ feems as though I have indeede 
loll: ‘ fweet MolV after alle !’’ 

Yes, I am indeed changed; more 
than he knows or coulde believe. 
And he is changed too. With Payn 
I perceive a more ftern, fevere Tone 
occalionallie ufedbyhim; doubtlelTe 
the Cloke alTumed by his Griefe to 
hide the Ruin I had made within. 
Yet a more geniall Influence is faft 
melting this away. Agayn, I note 
with Payn that he complayns much 
of his Eyes. At firfl:, I obferved 
he rubbed them oft, and dared not 
. mention it, believing that his Tears 
on Account of me, finfulle Soule! 
had made them fmart. Soe, perhaps, 
they did in the firfl: Inflance, for it 
appears they havje beene ailing ever 

fince 
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fince the Year I left him; and Over- 
ftuddy, which my Prefence mighte 
have prevented, hath conduced to 
the fame ill Elfedl:. Whenever he 
now looks at a lighted Candle, he 
fees a Sort of Iris alle about it ; and, 
this Morning, he difturbed me by 
mentioning that a total DarkneJTe 
obfcured everie Thing on the left 
Side of his Eye, and that he even 
feared, fometimes, he might event- 
uallie lofe the Sight of both. “ In 
“ which Cafe,” he cheerfully fayd, 

“ you, deare Wife, mull become 
“ my Ledlurer as well as Amanu- 
“ enfis, and content yourfelf to read 
“ to me a World of crabbed Books, 
“in Tongues that are not nor neede 
“ ever be yours, feeing that a Woman 
“ has ever enough of her own !” 

Then, more penfivelie, he added, 

“ I difcipline and tranquillize my 
“ Mind on this Subjedt, ever re- 
“ membering, 
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“ membering, when the Appre- 
“ henfion afflidls me, that, as Man 
I lives not by Bread alone, but by 
everie Word that proceeds out of 
“ the Mouth of Gof fo Man like- 
wife lives not by Sight alone, but 
by Faith in the Giver of Sight. 

“ As long, therefore, as it fliall 
pleafe Him to prolong, however 
“ imperfedllie, this precious Gift, 

“ foe long will I lay up Store 
** agaynft the Days of Darkneffe, 

“ which may be many ; arid when- 
foever it (hall pleafe Him to 
withdrawe it from me altogether, 

I will cheerfully bid mine Eyes ! 
keep Holiday, and place my Hand 
“.truftfullie in His, to be led whi- 
‘‘ therfoever He will, through the 
“ Remainder of Life.” 

A Honeymoon cannot for ever 
laft ; nor Senie of Danger, when 

it 
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it long hath pall ; — but one little 
Difference from out raanie greater 
Differences between my late happie 
Fortnighte in St. Martin’ s-le-Grand, 
and my prelent dailie Courfe in 
Barbican, hath marked the Dif- 
tinflion between Lover and Huf- 
band. There it was “ fweet Moil,” 

“ my Heart’s Life of Life," “ my 
“ dearell cleaving Mifchief here 
’tis onlie “ Wife,” “ Millrefs Mil- 
“ ton,” or at moll “ deare or fweet 
" Wife.” This, I know, is maHer- 
fulle and feemly. 

Onlie, this Morning, chancing to 
quote one of his owne Lines, 

Thefe Things may Jlartle well, but 
not ajiounde , — 

he fayd, in a Kind of Wonder, 

“ Why, Moll, whence had you 
" that f — Methought you hated 
“Verling, as you ufed to call it. 

When 
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When learnt you to love it ? I 
hung my Head in my old foolifh 
Way, and anfwered, Since I learnt 
to love the Verfer."” Why, this 
‘‘ is the heft of Alle!^^ he haflilie 
cried, “ Can my fweet Wife be in- 
“ deede Heart of my Heart and 
Spirit of my Spirit ? I loft, or 
“ drove away a Child, and have 
found a Woman. Thereafter, 
he lefs often wifed me, and I found 
I was agayn fweet Afo//. 

This Afternoon, C hr if op her Milton 
lookt in on us. After faluting me 
with the uftiall Mixture of Malice 
and Civilitie in his Looks, he fell 
into eafie Converfation ; and pre- 
fentlie fays to his Brother quietlie 
enough, I faw a curious Penny- 
worth at a Book-ftall as I came 
‘‘ along this Morning.” “ What 
I was that ? ” fays my Hufband, 
I brightening up. ‘‘It had a long 
I “ Name, 
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“Name,” fays Chrijlopher, — “I 
“ think it was called Tetracliordon.” 
My Hulband call: at me a fuddain, 
quick Look, but I did not foe much 
as change Colour ; and quietlie con- 
tinued my Sewing. 

“ I wonder,” fays he, after a Paufe, 
“ that you did not inveft a fmall 
“ Portion of your Capitall in the 
" Work, as you fay ’twas foe greate 
“ a Bargain. However, Mr. Kit, 
“ let me give you one fmall Hint 
“ with alle the goode Humour 
“ imaginable ; don’t take Advantage 
“ of our neare and deare Relation 
“ to make too frequent Opportunities 
“ of faying to me Anything that 
“ would certainlie procure for'an- 
“ other Man a Thrafliing !” 

Then, after a Ihort Silence be- 
tweene Alle, he fuddainlie burft out 
laughing, and cried, “ I know ’tis 
“on the Stalls; Pve feene it. Kit, 
“ myfelf ! 


of Mary Powell. 

“ myfelf ! Oh, had you feene, as 
I did, the Blockheads poring over 
“ the Title, and hammering at it 
‘‘ while you might have walked to 
“ Mile End and back V 

That’s Fame, I fuppofe,” fays 
Chrifiopher dryhe , and then goes 
off to talk of fome new Exercife of 
the Prefs-licenfer’s Authoritie, which 
he feemed to approve, but it kindled 
my Hulband in a Minute. 

I What Folly 1 what Nonfenfe !” 
cried he, fmiting the Table ; “ thefe 
‘‘ Jacks in Office fometimes devife 
“ fuch fenfeleffie Things that I really 
am affiamed of being of theire 
“ Party. Licence, indeed ! their 
Licence 1 I fuppofe they will 
“ ffiortlie licenle the Lengthe of 
‘‘ Moll’s Curls, and regulate the 
‘‘ Colour of her Hoode, and forbid 
the Larks to ling within So, unde of 
Bow Bell, and the Bees to hum 
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“ o’ Sundays. Methoughte I had 
“ broken Mabbods Teeth two Years 
“ agone ; but I muft bring forthe a 
“ new Edition of my Areopagkica ; 
“ and I’ll put your Name down. Kit, 
“ for a hundred Copies !” 

Though a rufticall Life hath ever 
had my Suffrages, Nothing can be 
more pleafant than our regular 
Courfe. We rife at five or fooner : 
while my Hufband combs his Hair, 
he commonly hums or fings feme 
Pfalm or Hymn, verfing it, maybe, 
as he goes on. Being drefl, Ned 
reads him a Chapter in the Hebrew 
Bible. With Ned llille at his Knee, 
and me by his Side, he expounds 
and improves the Same ; then, after 
a Ihorte, heartie Prayer, releafes us 
both. Before I have finifhed my 
Drefling, I hear him below at his 
Organ, with the two Lads, who 
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fing as well as Chorillers, hymning 
Anthems and Gregorian Chants, now 
foaring up to the Clouds, as ’twere, 
and then dying ofi* as though fome 
wide echoing Space lay betweene j 
us. I ufuallie find Time to tic on ' 
my Hoode and flip away to the 
Herb-market for a Bunch of frefli 
Radiflies or Crefles, a Sprig of| 
Parfley, or at the leaflie a Pofy, to 
lay on his Plate. A good wheaten 
Loaf, frefli Butter and Eggs, and a 
large Jug of Milk, compofe our 
Ample Breakfaft; for he likes not, 
as my Father, to fee Boys hacking 
a huge Piece of Beef, nor cares for 
heavie feeding, himfelf. Onlie, olde 
Mr. Milton fometimes takes a Raflier 
of toaflied Bacon, but commonly, a 
Bafin of Furmity, which I prepare 
more to his Minde than the Ser- 
vants can. 

After Breakfafl;, I well know the 

Boys’ 
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1646 Boys’ LelTons will laft till Noone. 
I therefore goe to my Clofett Duties 
after my Forejl Hill Faftiion ; tlience 
to Market, buy what I neede, come 
Home, look to my Maids, give 
forthe needfulle Stores, then to my 
Needle, my Books, or perchance to 
my Lute, which I woulde faine play 
better. From twelve to one is the 
Boys’ Hour of Paftime ; and it may 
generallie be fayd, my Hulband's 
and mine too. He draws afide the 
green Curtain, — for we fit moffly 
in a large Chamber lhaped like the 
Letter T, and thus divided while at 
our feparate Duties : my End is the 
pleafanteft, has the Sun moll upon 
it, and hath a Balcony overlooking 
a Garden. At one, we dine ; always 
on fimple, plain Diflies, but drell: 
with Neatnefle and Care. Olde 
Mr. Milton fits at my right Hand 
and fays Grace ; and, though grow- 


1 “- 
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ing a little deaf, enters into allc the 
livelie Difcoiirfc at Table. Pic loves I 
me to help him to the tendered, by j 
Reafon of his Lode of Teeth. My ‘ 
Plufband careth not to dtt over the 
Wine; and hath noc fooncr finidied 
the Cheefc and Pippins than he re- 
verts to the Viol or Organ, and not ' 
onlie fings himfelf, but will make ' 
me dng too, though he fayth my | 
Voice is better than my Ear. Never j 
was there dich a tuncfullc Spiritt. j 
He alwaies tears himfelf away at ! 
lafle, as with a Kind of Violence, j 
and returns to his Books six o’ the j 
Clock. Meantime, liis old Father 
dozes, and I few at his Side. 

From six to eight, we arc feldoni 
• without Friends, chance Vidtants, 
often fcholarlike and witty, who tell 
us alle the News, .and remain to 
partake a light Supper. The Boys 
enjoy this Seafon as much as I doe, 

though 
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though with Books before them, 
their Hands oyer their Ears, pre- 
tending to con the Morrow’s Taiks. 
If the Gue/Is chance to be muficalle, 
the Lute and Viol are broughte 
forthe, to alternate with Roundelay 
and Madrigal : the old Man beating 
Time with his feeble Fingers, and 
now and then joining with his 
quavering Voice. (By the way, 
he hath not forgotten to this Hour, 
my imputed Crime of lofing that 
Song by Harry Lames ; my Hufhand 
takes my Part, and fayth it will turn 
up fame Day when leailc expedled, 
like yufliniatr’s Pandelfs.) Hubert 
brings him diis.'Fipe and a Glafs of 
Water, and then I crave Iris Blelling 
and goe to Bed ; firft, praying fcr- 
ventlie for alle beneathe this deare 
Roof, and then for alle at Sheepfcate 
and Foreji Hill. 

On Sabbaths; befides the publick 
Ordinances 
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Ordinances of Devotion, whicli I ; 
cannot, with alle my flriving, bring : 
myfelf to love like the Services to ; 
which I have bccnc accuftomed, we ; 
have much Reading, Singing, and ; 
Difcourfing among onrfelvcs. The j 
Maids fing, the Boys fing, Hubert ; 
fings, olde Mr. Milton fings ; and i 
trulie with foe much of it, I woiildc | 
fometimes as lief have them quictc. j 
The SJicepfcote Sundays fuited me | 
better. The Sabbath Excrcifc of 
the Boys is to read a Chapter in the 
G;T^>^:Teftament, heare my Hulband 
expounde the famc^ and write out 
a Syftefn of Divinitie as he didlatcs 
to them, walking to-^and fro. In 
I liftening thereto, I find my Pleafure 
and Profitt. 

, I have alfoe my owne little Cate- 
chifing, after a humbler Sorte, in 
the Kitchen, and fome poorc Folk to 
relieve and confole, with my Huf- 
1 > band’s 
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band’s Concurrence and Encourage- 
ment. Thus, the Sabbath is de- 
voutlie and happilie pallid. 

My Hu/band alfoe takes, once 
in a Fortnighte or foe, what he 
blythelie calls “ a gaudy Day,” 
equallie to his owne Content, the 
Boys’, and mine. On thefe Occa- 
lions, it is my Province to provide 
colde Fowls or Pigeon Pie, which 
Hubert carries, with what elfe we 
neede, to the Spot felefled for our 
Camp Dinner. Sometimes we take 
Boat to Richmond or Greenwich. 
Two young Gallants, Mr. Aipitrey 
and Mr. Miller, love to joya our 
Partie, and toil at the Oar, or 
Icramble up the Hills, as merrilie 
as the Boys. I muft fay they deal 
lavagelie with the Pigeon Pie after- 
wards. They have as wild Spiritts 
as our Hich and Harry, but withal 
a moft wonderful! Reverence for my 
Huftand, j 
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Hufband, whom they courte to read 
and recite, and provoke to plea- 
fant Argument, never prolonged to 
Wearinefle, and feafoned with Frolic 
Jeft and Witt. Olde Mr. Milfo?i 
joyns not thefe Parties. I leave him 
alwaies to Dolly s Care, firfte provi- 
ding for him a Sweetbread or fome 
fmalle Relifh, fuch as he loves. He 
is in Bed ere we return, which is 
oft by Moonlighte. 

How foone muft Smiles give Way 
to Tears! Here is a Letter from 
deare Mother , taking noe Note of 
what I write to her, and for good 
Reafon, the is foe diftraught at her 
owne and deare 'Father s ill Condi- 
tion. The Rebels (I muft call them 
fuch,) have foe ftript and oppreft 
them, they ■ cannot make theire 
Houfe tenantable ; nor have Aught 
to feede on, had they e’en a whole 
Roof over theire Heads. The 

N eighbour- 


z68 Maiden & Married Life 

1046 Neighbourhoode is too hot to hoi 
them ; olde Friends cowardlie a 
fufpicious, olde and new Foes 
League together. Leave Oxon tl 
mull ; but where to goe ? Path 
delpite his broken Health and Hati 
of the Foreigner, mull needes dep 
beyond Seas ; at leafte within I 
lix Months ; but how, with 
emptie Purfe, make his Way in 
llrange Land, with a Wife and fev 
Children at his Heels ? Soe er 
Mother with a " Lord have Mer 
“ upon us !” as though her Hoi 
were as furelie doomed to Dellru 
tion as if it helde the Plague. 

Mine Eyes were yet fwollen wi 
Tears, when my Hulband llept i 
He allct, “ What ails you, precio 
“Wife?” I coulde but ligh, ai 
give him the Letter. Having rei 
the Same, he lays, “ But what, ni 
“ deartft. ? Hot?. ’«? TiW, 'sraj) 
“ Root 
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Room here for them alle.? Ifpeak; 

as to Generalls, you muft care for 

Particulars, and Row them as you 

will. There are plenty of fmall 

Rooms for the Boys ; but, if your 

Father, being infirm, needes a 

Ground-floor Chamber, you and 

I will mount aloft.” 

I coulde but look my Thankfulle- 

efle and kifs his Hand. “ Nay,” 

e added, with increafing Gentle- 

efie, think not I have feene your ; 

Cares for my owne Father without 

loving and bleffing you. Let Mr. 

Powell come and fee us happie ; 

it may tend to make him foe. 

Let him and his abide with us, 

^t the leafte, till the Spring ; his 

Lads will Ruddy and play with 

mine, your Mother will help you 

in your Houfewiferie, the two olde 

Men will chirp together befide 

the Chrifimaffe Hearth ; and, if I 

find 
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“ find thy Weeklie Bills the heavi 
“ ’twill be but to write anoth 
“ Book, and make a better Barga 
“ for it than I did for the lai 
“ We will ufe Hofpitalitie withoi 
“ grudging; and, as for your owi 
“ Increaie of Cares, I fuppofe 'twi 
“ be but to order two Legs of Mutto 
“ infteade of one !” I 

And foe, with a Laugh, left me 
moftjoyfulle, happy Wife! to draw 
Sweete out of Sowre, Delighte oi 
of Sorrowe; and to fummon min 
owne Kindred aboute me, and wip 
away theire Tears, bid them ea 
drink, and be merry, and fliei 
myfelfe to them, how proud, hot 
cherilhed a Wife 1 

Surelie my Mother will learne t( 
love feiin Milton at lall: ! If flu 
doth .not, this will be my fecre 
Crofle, for ’tis hard u 'ove dearlii 
two Perfons who "■ 
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Mtkr. But (he will, (he muft, j 
lOt onlie refpect him for his Up - 1 
' ghtneffe and Magnanimitie, con- | 
ied with what himfelfe calls “ an | 
honed Haughtineffe and Self- j 
sfteeme ” but like him for his 1 
ndandecpiaWTemper, [not “har{l\ > 
ind crabbed,” as I have hearde 1 
I call it,) his eafiePlow of Mirthe, \ 
s Manners, unaffeftedlie cheer-) 
de; his Voice, muficall; hisPer- 
n, beautifull; his Habitt, grace- 
|11 ; his Hofpitalitie, naturall to 
Im; hisPurfe, Countenance, Time, 
rouble, at his Friend’s Service* his 
^^tion, humble; his Forgive-. 

(hall like >/,„ 


FINIS. 



